oe Noel Malis 


INTRO- I became fixated on the notion that a fanzine 
should be timeless, that it should not age, and that one 
should be able to stand by those words inside of it for 
an eternity. For some reason I held the written word, 
once printed on paper, against a higher set of standards 
than any other, and in doing so I became completely 
disenchanted with the entire process. What was once 
acceptable now became intolerable. | shied away from 
opinions and ideas and simply focused on aesthetics 
and themes. This zine was only ever intended to fill the 
gaping hole left from a lack of real interactions with 
others. D&O was the conversations I should have had 
with people, yet, was unable to do so due so to 
proximity and alienation. Ironically doing the zine 
opened the channels of communication up and coupled 
together with the rise of technology the entire world 
was now willing to converse with a pathetic zine writer 
situated at the very bottom of it. This camaraderie 
shaped the direction of the zine along with weakening 
its very core. Where I could once stand alone and free I 
now had bonds to consider, people to give free-passes 
to and records to glow about that really didn’t deserve 
it. I once thought the underground was in stark 
separation to the “real” world, | now understand how 
wrong that is. The underground only mirrors what is 
happening to everyone, we amplify certain aspects that 
others pay little attention to, while overlooking other 
parts that concern the majority. We want to differentiate 
ourselves so badly yet struggle forward with the same 
drudgery felt for centuries. We are faced with 
challenges which may feel new to us, but countless 
others have faced and overcome these same situations 
time and time again. Understanding that I am not 
special, and this zine isn’t unique is what bought this 
issue to fruition. Overthinking things has always been 
something that I do, my mother did it as did my 
grandmother, so with that in mind I set myself an 
arbitrary deadline and went about writing a zine ina 
way that felt natural to me. 


To sum up an entire year from the perspective of 
recorded music is considered a fruitless, pointless task. 
How can you distill everything that happened to you 
and was felt by you across 365 days ina single written 
piece? You can’t. Especially when you factor in the 
previous 12,000 days of your life, which no doubt 
greatly impacted how you experience everything after 
it and so on and so on into infinity. Reading back on 
past issues of the zine in a moment of severe writers’ 
block, lack of inspiration and wonder of how I ever did 
it, I realized that there was an element of spontaneity, 
fun, and excitement present at the beginning. Sure, that 
was replaced swiftly. by negativity, misery and routine, 
but I wanted to do a zine again on my terms and simply 
see what happens. Who cares if records spoken about 
don’t stand the test of time or the naivety of the 
sheltered individual writing it shines through in 


embarrassingly painstaking ways. A zine is a document 
that covers a brief pocket of time, and even though a 
year may feel like an eternity as you slog through the 
daily banality of it, when placed up against the awe- 
inspiring picture of existence, it really should be taken 
with a grain of salt. 


CIVILIZED-CHOPPING BLOCK LP 

No other LP reflects as accurately the climate of 2017 in 
the underground as this one. Youth Attack has 
seemingly struggled recently with the disconnect felt 
between art and reality. This is a label that built its 
reputation from obscurity and allowing the output to 
speak for itself. With a platform that is littered by 
affiliation with those who tread morally ambiguous 
ground and those supporters who find interest in 
exploring such paths, Youth Attack looks to be caught 
between a rock and a hard place right now. Embracing 
modern social media platforms as well as taking an 
altogether more professional approach to towards 
releases has felt quite alienating to those once drawn in 
by the small, low budget operation with its attention to 
detail and ethos. I once pledged blind allegiance to 
Youth Attack, and I will always respect McCoy’s 
dedication, I just don’t quite understand the direction 
Youth Attack is heading right now. I have no doubt that 
Vile Gash’s “Nightmare in a Damaged Brain” and the 
Cadaver Dog LP due out in 2018 will force me to 
reassess this sweeping statement, I have faith that 
McCoy’s vision is light years ahead and we are simply 
playing catch-up. The fact that YA produced the best 
records of the last two years (and no doubt 2018 as well) 
is testament to the labels potency. “Chopping Block” 
perfectly sums up the disillusion felt in the 
underground right now for better and worse. Civilized 
have played a punishing brand of maniacal HC that has 
grown from dark and quite caustic (almost Integrity like 
at times) into this vicious style of youth crew (for want 
of a better word) that bleeds negativity and hatred into 
a style of music that commonly soapbox stands for 


aOR. 


positivity. There is a genuine sense of betrayal and 
distrust throughout this record, a feeling which made 
perfect sense mere moments after its release as front 
man Zach Reini denounced not only the record, but the 
entire band along with all ties to Youth Attack. It was in 
that moment where we started to see beneath the 
surface and really begin to see the cracks. Youth crew 
has its fair share of fall outs over the years, and HC 
wouldn’t be HC without at least some love lost between 
once united brothers, but this fall from grace was epic 
yet strangely fitting in an era of total confusion. Zach 
wanted no part of anything associated with Youth 
Attack due to his perception that the label tolerated and 
even fostered detrimental behavior towards that which 
he did not agree with. Now listen, I can understand him 
wanting to distance himself from that which he sees as 
negative in an effort to place himself on some sort of 
better path. I understand it sure, I just don’t think the 
way he approached the topic is realistic or even 
plausible, plus the way he chose to exit reeks of 
cowardice and a severe lack of a spine. HC (and the 
underground in general) is being torn apart right now, 
on one side you have those who want to fight for others 
rights, on the opposite side you have those who want to 
oppress them, strangely enough there exists a whole 
pile of people who are apathetic to both sides and just 
want to watch the world burn with the understanding 
that they are comfortable in their worldview and of 
those that surround them. Civilized came across as 
nihilistic and hateful on their previous recordings, and 
this LP is no different. It came as quite a shock when the 
person responsible for spitting bile and pushing the 
message of the band lyrically decided to distance 
himself from it. This then made the listener question the 
entire records validity and ponder just how genuine it 
really was. HC is built on trust and realism, we want to 
be on the same level as what we are listening to, we 
don’t want a holier than thou attitude and people 
latching on to trends and mimicking it. What Civilized 
were faced with was having to stand behind a record 
than one of the original members decided was no longer 
worth his time, and what the listeners needed to decide 
was if the hate, vitriol and disgust felt on the record was 
in fact real and not forced to fit a style or sound. I 
understand that peoples’ motivations change, and to 
think that a record will speak for all those involved until 
the end of time is naive. I listen to “Chopping Block” 
with the knowledge that, at the time of writing and 
recording, every single word was real and genuine and 
gut wrenchingly honest. Those members left behind 
have shown their hand time and time again via other 
projects and not for one second should their integrity be 
called into question. The fact that “Chopping Block” is 
the best HC record of the year (and quite easily I might 
add) is fitting considering the climate we are in. This is 
a record that makes you pick a side, you enter into it 
with the knowledge that the themes present are strong 
enough to alienate and distance once long-time brothers 
and in doing so you need to feel confident in your own 
opinion and understand the reason why you have come 
to such a conclusion. The fact that inner band turmoil 


overshadowed such an amazing record is a huge 
shame, yet a part of me feels that it only adds to the 
volatile nature of it, leaving every frantic guitar riff, 
each caveman pummel drum beat and every 
downtrodden bass chord ringing in your ears like the 
sound of betrayal and bitter resentment. This truly is the 
sound of HC as it stands right now, and perhaps a sign 
of just how close the end times for HC as we know it 
might be. 


COMBAT FORCE-DEMO CS 

The idea of a HC demo tape from 2017 existing purely 
as a tape and never getting re-pressed on a more wide- 
reaching format has now become a foreign one. I am not 
here to discuss the need or requirement the 
underground has for re-presses or re-mastered deluxe 
re-issues, I understand fully, it all comes down to 
supply and demand. I decided to minimize my 
involvement in the fetishization of music by sticking 
with one format of any given release I wanted, this 
means if I have the tape version first and a fancy LP 
repress comes out later, I will leave the repressed 
version for those who don’t have the original tape, thus 
saving myself money and the pointless collecting of 
paraphernalia in the process while simultaneously 
allowing others to hear something that I already have. 
People can have multiple copies of whatever they want, 
and labels can press new and improved versions of 
things that will, like everything, fade with the sands of 
time as much as they want. I don’t think a 7” version of 
this ripping HC demo makes my tape copy any better 
or worse. It neither adds validity to it nor takes it away. 
McCoy felt that more people should hear this savage 
piece of Denver HC and he set about making that 
happen. The skeptic in me feels that the majority of 
those who now have the 7” also owned the tape already, 
but that is a far greater analysis of underground 
collector culture and one that I neither have the intellect 
or inclination to tackle right now. There exists a certain 
element in Denver HC that is completely untouchable. 
Having J. Trejo record this 3-minute head-stomp adds a 
camaraderie to proceedings and playing a blend of 
bastardized Oi with violent HC overtones set Combat 
Force aside from the current wave of HC that this city 
has recently spawned. Still, the Denver factor is very 
strong here and has garnered the band almost as many 
followers as it has detractors. Detractors who call this 
project some sort of “manufactured” HC group akin to 
something the mainstream might conjure up to fill a 
need in society. To me, applying this level of scrutiny to 
4 guys and their 3 and a bit minute tape showcases how 
far the undergrounds priorities have slipped. No longer 
can we decide if something is good or not based purely 
on the merits of its material or the pedigree of the 
members. Insecurities are now projected on to every 
little thing in a sign of jealousy and envy. HC is for the 
everyman, it always has been, these are the kind of 
people you could approach at a show, or ask for an 
interview, yet we have lost sight of that and instead of 
people with names and faces everything has began to 
blur into a mass of consumerism and blind apathy. I 


listen to Combat Force and I hear aggravated 
individuals who listened to too much French Oi and 
American HC and set about recording a demo in that 
vein. This tape is a force to be reckoned with and is 
undoubtedly one of the few shinning lights for 
aggressive HC in 2017. 


INTERVIEW WITH COMBAT FORCE 


D&O-Hardcore seems to be at an extremely odd stage 
right now. Divisions exist that have fractured it almost 
beyond repair. It is nothing like it was when I 
discovered it, and to be honest I think I prefer it now, 
it’s easier to work out which side to identify with, less 
smoke and mirrors. Can you start by talking about 
how you discovered HC and how it has led to the 
formation of Combat Force? 


MH: I gradually got into hardcore through being 
generally into punk as a teenager and would say I was 
fully into it by age 17. I think this is agreeable for all of 
tus in Combat Force, as we like to have a mix of hardcore 
with punk and Oi elements. It helps that we grew up 
with it. 


AB: My dad introduced me to early punk at a young 
age, and eventually I was drawn to the more aggressive 
sound of hardcore and oi. The idea that started Combat 
Force was to blend the best elements of both styles. Our 
demo, to me, is like a blend of early American hardcore 
and Hodges-era 4 Skins. 

AZ: Well, I didn’t really discover punk first and then 
hardcore. Instead, because of my older brother, I 
discovered traditional ska and reggae at a very young 
age, and that eventually led me to punk, oi, and 
eventually hardcore. When I was 15 I went to my first 
hardcore show and haven't looked back since. To me, 
Combat Force brings together the best aspects of 80's 
hardcore and early oi. 


D&O-Are any members of Combat Force active in 
other bands or projects, be it now or in the past? Can 
you see a distinct link between these bands and how 
you approach HC in general? 


MH: I was in Civilized until about two years ago. I think 
the sound of CF and Civilized is different, but a lot of 
people I know/ met from that band, such as James Trejo, 
have been very helpful and are the reason we are able 
to exist in the hardcore scene as a newer band. 


AB: I played drums for a couple of Culture Shock 
(Denver) gigs a long time ago. Combat Force and bands 
like Culture Shock approach hardcore with the same 
mentality, but with a pretty different style. Both bands 
have an aggressive and uncompromising sound, and it 
helps that both of our demos were recorded by James 


(Trejo). 


D&O-Denver has been responsible for some of the 
more savage HC bands over the past few years. 
Civilized and Cadaver Dog are two examples. Is there 


something unique about Denver that spawns such 
negativity? Combat Force expresses a similar distaste 
for life, and I know hate and HC go hand in hand, but 
there seems to be a special blend found in Denver 
projects. Where does this come from do you think? 


MH: Denver is not a hype scene, and sometimes you 
play shows to people who don't care or understand 
what you're trying to do at all. Bands rarely stop here 
on tour and that is also very frustrating. We work very 
hard for little reward and I think that is some of the 
anger you hear in Denver bands. 


AB: In Denver we are very isolated and separate from 
trends in other scenes. What that means is that we don’t 
really care to play stuff that fits with current popular 
trends that you find on the coasts. We are all we have, 
and we have no outside support. That can be very 
frustrating. Mike summed it up perfectly. 


AZ: I moved here a couple of years ago from the Los 
Angeles area, but I can say that Denver makes you feel 
isolated and unwanted by other scenes. Most bands I 
would care to see don’t come here (fair enough), but 
that results in not exposing people here to what's 
happening in hardcore and punk in general. That 
isolation turns into not giving a fuck about what 
everyone else is doing. Sometimes that can be bad, but 
when done right it turns out good. 


D&O-You self-released a brutal and scathing Demo 
tape. Four tracks of pure disgust. It captures the 
essence of HC as it stands right now in 2017. The 
sounds can be linked back to the 80’s yet there is no 
retro feel whatsoever and that is no small feat. What 
were the feeling within the band when you wrote 
those four tracks and how accurately do they portray 
the individual members stance on the world as it 
stands right now? 


MH: We're all different but I think we can all agree that 
we're pretty sick of some of the people who think they 
run shit here and that comes out in the songs. 


AB: For. me, it’s an expression of my personal 
dissatisfaction with our scene as it stands and hardcore 
ona national level as well. There are extremists on both 
sides of the fence. I don’t like you, I don’t care. 


AZ: We didn’t want to be a ‘worship’ band that tries to 
exactly emulate a particular band or era. We tried hard 
to not make it sound like just another generic punk and 
hardcore release in 2017. I wanted something hard and 
legitimately pissed-off sounding. 


D&O-There is a line on “Scumbag”, where you say, 
“Your social justice is just a disguise”. That right there 
is surely a declaration of war and firmly confirms 
which side of the line Combat Force stands on. This is 
beyond HC and punk and bleeds into everyday 
existence; it is the battle for rights and how to uphold 
them. USA seems like a very dangerous place right 


now, one where a statement of violence such as the 
ones you make on the demo can and will be held 
against you. How important was it to make such a 
stance clear and to firmly align yourself against those 
hypocrites who don’t seem to understand what they 
are fighting for? 


MH: Those lyrics seem to get taken out of context, and 
we are by no means against social justice, quite the 
opposite. People think it's this "Anti PC" thing and it’s 
not at all, it’s a stab at people who use those ideas to 
build social capital and take advantage of others by 
false pretense. 


AB: In the hardcore and oi scenes here I have personally 
had to deal with the worst breed of idiots on both sides 
of the line, who have no ability to think for themselves. 
Scumbag is my ode to those who use calling others out 
to increase their social standing, especially when they 
are guilty of the same thing as the people they call out 
or blacklist from the scene. 


AZ: To me, the song is a message to those spineless 
cowards who blindly follow to be popular. Fuck that. 


COMBAT FORCE 


D&O-Calls of racism and the alt-right are being 
leveled at anyone who doesn’t toe the line and blindly 
follow. What has your personal experience been with 
this? Can you see any end in sight where people can 
rationalize and argue without generalizing and name 
calling? In addition to this, making such a violent 
statement as the one that you do on the demo, does 
that now force you to live up to these actions all the 
time, is fighting and kicking heads a way of life for 


Combat Force or is this more a statement of what is to 
come? 


MH: There are a lot of people here that like to level 
serious accusations over nothing or because you're not 
friends with them. It can be dangerous as far as 
reputations go. But we don't take it too seriously 
because we are not racist or right wing or anything near 
it. I think it'll move on in good time and most of those 
people, in Denver at least, are far more interested in 
being cool than in Hardcore and they'll move on to the 
next phase soon enough. I don't think we have to live 
up to a violent image, we aren't pro-violence we're just 
not taking shit, people here would never say something 
in person, at least they haven't yet. 


AB: We are nota political band, though we firmly stand 
against racism as a band and none of us align ourselves 
with right-wing politics. I also have no tolerance for the 
witch-hunt happening in our scene and I’m never afraid 
to stand up for myself against these clowns. 


AZ: Many people these days demand ideological 
purity. If you don’t agree with everything that they or 
their narrative say, you're a bad person, or worse, a 
racist. No debate or dialogue: if you have a legitimate 
disagreement, you’re fucked. Funny thing is, these 
same people are straight up cowards and will never tell 
you anything to your face. The Internet is where they 
thrive. 


D&O-From down here in Australia it seems as if the 
USA has gone fucking mad. Completely off the rails, 
the political climate makes no sense, police brutality 
is rife, there is a real us vs them mentality present that 
we cannot understand. Can you explain it at all from 
inside the beast? Is this the age where the most hateful 
and negative HC will arise due to such a climate 
surrounding everyone, or is it all blown out of 
proportion by fake news? 


AZ: It's been shitty before this election. That's not to say 
that this election wasn’t unique, but I think we should 
acknowledge that there have been problems before. I 
can’t really explain here how the current political 
climate emerged, but I’m sure it'll be studied for years 
to come. 


D&O-The mighty J.Trejo (Cadaver Dog/Civilized etc) 
recorded the Demo. How did you guys meet him and 
what sort of impact has he had on not only Combat 
Force but also the Denver HC underground in 
general? His vision and work ethic is elite to say the 
least. 


MH: I probably met James 9 or 10 years ago just through 
similar interests in hardcore/punk. James is Denver 
HC, he's the hardest working guy here. He’s in most of 
the hardcore bands here and he’s written pretty much 
all the music for those bands. He's been really helpful to 
us by recording our demo and recording the EP, which 
will come out on Youth Attack in the future. 


AB: I met James when I was 16 and started going to 
shows, I’ve enjoyed all his bands and it’s a pleasure to 
work with the madman. 


AZ: I met James through Mike and Alex, and he’s been 
tremendously helpful not only in recording us but in 
promoting us and showing Mark McCoy (YA) our stuff. 
James is the mastermind behind every good Denver 
hardcore band. Enough said. 


D&O-Youth Attack announced that they will be re- 
releasing the Demo tape on 7” along with releasing 
your follow up release. YA is a unique label and one 
that divides opinions worldwide. There is an 
attention to detail and perfectionism present in all of 
the work that Mark does, and it has pushed 
underground music into areas that it may not be 
comfortable with. What does this mean for Combat 
Force, do you have any expectations going in on this? 
What will eventuate from this meeting of the minds 
do you think? 


MH: I really respect what Mark does and he's easy to 
work with and very collaborative. He has a lot of 
suggestions and helps out a lot through each step in the 
process and I'm happy to be a part of it. 1 think the 
meeting of Combat Force and YA will mean a solid 
release that's worth it. 


AB: I would say that we are outliers on the label, but 
Mark seems to have a thing for Denver bands starting 
with ‘C’ so we went with it. I look forward to working 
with him and seeing where this goes. 


AZ: I’m stoked to work with Mark. He’s been really 
kind and passionate about our music, and that makes 
us want to work with him even more. He has the same 
vision for the band as we do, but he also brings new and 
cool ideas to the table. I’m very excited for the EP, which 
is currently in the process of being recorded. 


D&O-Is violence the only solution? 
MH: No, but it isn't unnecessary. 


AB: Sometimes it’s the only way to get your message 
across. 


AZ; Depends who you're fighting. 


PRURIENT-RAINBOW MIRROR 4XCD 
WITHERING HERD-OUR WORLD SHRANK CS 
SARIN SNOW-LOVE INCARNATE CS 

Let’s face it, you have already made your mind up 
about Prurient and this new recording from him by 
now. Nothing I say here is likely to change that. 
Debating if “Rainbow Mirror” is a triumph or not is 
pointless, the fact that it exists in the formats it does is 
enough to prove its success. At this stage anything Dom 
produces will create enough interest to warrant 
investment from labels and followers alike and 
dissecting the milieu will feel like an extravagance not 


required. Simply put, this is 200 minutes of life and loss, 
the trademark vocals are largely absent, but the 
crushing weight is not. I haven't concerned myself with 
a whole lot of noise or Powerelectronics this past few 
years, I feel that it isn’t where I want to focus my efforts 
or time anymore. The genre is saturated with too much 
empty fetishism or awash with vanilla techno, it felt like 
too much of a crapshoot gambling on various obscure 
tapes from one of the many burgeoning boutique labels. 
Prurient’s “DOOM ELECTRONICS” as a descriptive 
element satisfies my urges in this area and “Rainbow 
Mirror” while most likely only getting listened too 
sparingly over the coming decade is an ambitious and 
audacious undertaking and one that only a man who all 
but pioneered an entire sound and aesthetic could pull 
off. 

As is commonly the case, I find greater intrigue in 
those projects that exist in a far smaller, more personal 
capacity than the originators. Take Withering Herd as 
the first example of this. Their “Our World Shrank” tape 
which was released by the always reliable Fallow Field 
imprint, is some prime era electronics that takes 
influence from a myriad of sources, Prurient being one 
I imagine. What is so interesting about this tape is the 
ground covered across the 6 tracks. The sonic integrity 
spans every miserable aspect of noise, Powerelectronics 
and death industrial, making for a deeply moving and 
stunning display of understanding of the intricacies of 
the genre as it is required to exist now. Dedicating 
oneself blindly with allegiance to one sound, while 
noble as it is, often falls short of delivering when placed 
up against the plethora of sounds that emit from the 
underground. Withering Herd is not fence sitting here, 
they don’t play the field as much as they utilize an 
understanding of the vast influence that decades of 
noise has had upon the underground. I couldn’t bare to 
sit though another hour of HNW or pastel bland 
synthwave masquerading as noise, I want life and 
death, movement and stagnancy, misery and happiness 
and most of all feeling. There is a lot to dissect and 
unpack here on “Our World Shrank”, from religious 
alchemy to drug culture to Terminator soundtrack 
sounding barrages and everything in between. You can 
tell the artists have had their troubles and this is the 
soundtrack to attempting to deal with them, and while 
they possibly haven’ t quite achieved the enlightenment 
which they sought, “Our World Shrank” hopefully 
brought them one step closer to an answer. 

The correlation between noise and art is long standing 
and synonymous with pushing boundaries and 
limitations. Sarin Snow came out strongly with their 
take on the tried and true aesthetics of 
Powerelectronics/ noise with their second tape “Divine 
Thrust”, and this, their third offering “Love Incarnate” 
explores sensuality and sexuality even further. 
Eschewing the common approach adopted by others of 
pure shock and awe, Sarin Snow takes an introspective 
view of relationships, dissecting the very foundations 
they are built upon. Lyrics reading more like Mishima 
than Sotos showcases a far deeper level of 
understanding here, rather than simply pummeling 


you into submission Sarin Snow introduces ideas that 
the listener will then need to process themselves. In 
contrast the vocals are lurchingly caveman like, 
sounding more like Nyogthaeblisz. than an 
introspective navel gazer, giving this whole recording 
an altogether menacing feel and one of disturbed 
genius. Sarin Snow remain one of the more interesting 
and vital acts going right now, and “Love Incarnate” 
exemplifies this fact even further. 


INTERVIEW WITH SARIN SNOW 


D&O-Sarin Snow seems to be just one part of the 
bigger picture that makes up your involvement in 
underground music. Maybe we should start by 
discussing how you discovered the underground and 
what do you think it was about this small and 
dedicated bunch of artists that resonated with you and 
made you want to be a part of it? 


SARIN SNOW- My induction into underground music 
occurred around the time of 5 or 6ttgrade when I 
began noticing older kids around town wearing “Fiend 
Club” shirts. The iconography of the skull logo was 
alluring, and I immediately wanted in on whatever this 
club was. Since then, I have felt the need to go deeper 
and deeper down the hole. Eventually in high school, I 
found a group of liked minded people. We would rotate 
between doing stupid shit and showing each other 
hardcore/punk bands. In high school, I was also 
introduced to black metal through a kid in freshman 
German class. The most influential bands for my 
“development” were Integrity and GISM. I was drawn 
by their sheer intensity and how they expanded on their 
respective formats. Their work, cited influences, and 
associations led me down a path of transgression that 
included noise/industrial music. GISM’s imagery was 
like nothing I had seen before that point. It created a 
militaristic aura outside of any knowledge of the fabled 
personalities. 


I don’t think I can properly articulate what exactly 
resonated with me. I grew up in the crowded greater 
Los Angeles area. I was surrounded by people, yet I felt 
completely alone due to some sort of juvenile disgust 
for them all. I found a handful of people to relate to and 
the underground music - its imagery, tone, and 
dedication -made sense. The medium of DIY 
symbolized a sort of freedom that could be enriching. I 
have always been inclined towards extremity, and 
underground music fostered that through topics that 
are not addressed elsewhere. Hardcore/ punk had what 
I perceived to be an extremity of passion. Yet, it was 
black metal and noise that fulfilled this inclination 
completely. Both inhabit a periphery in their own ways. 
The more time I spent in hardcore/ punk/DIY circles, 
the more I realized I have disgust for most of these types 
as well. Their social games almost turn me completely 
off from wanting to be associated with any 
underground subculture. Hardcore/punk is almost 
completely sterilized, and it seems like these adult 
children have had their eyes on underground metal and 


noise. Even so, there are still dedicated people involved 
to find affinity with beneath all the rubbish. There will 
always be artists who push the boundaries set by both 
the dominant culture and so called “fringe” (dominant 
culture lite) that they inhabit. 


D&O-What projects have you done prior to Sarin 
Snow and what other projects are you also doing now? 
Can you see any correlating line between them all? 


SARIN SNOW- I've been playing music off and on since 
I was 14. Mostly just insignificant projects with friends 
that didn’t produce much aside from local shows. 
Currently, Sarin Snow and Special Breed are the two 
projects I am involved with. The creative say I have in 
both projects varies. Sarin Snow is completely my own 
endeavor. Meanwhile, Special Breed calls for a much 
more minimal approach from me. While the style, 
imagery, and themes of both projects are quite different 
- I believe beneath the surface, both projects deal with 
an unspoken gravitation towards death found in the 
genealogy of man. Of course, it is two very different 
perspectives of that gravitation. 


D&O-I was interested to find out that you are in 
Special Breed alongside Marco (Raspberry 
Bulbs/Seedstock etc) And while this is a Sarin Snow 
interview, can you talk briefly about that project and 
how it came about? Marco seems to operate on another 
level altogether, releases simply appear seemingly 
from nowhere and they all have that special sound 
which he pretty much invented. I am interested in the 
processes behind that project? 


SARIN SNOW- I can’t speak for Marco or his 
methods/ motivations. I was brought into the fold 
because they needed a bass player. The songs and 
concept of the band were already laid out by then. 
Special Breed is his creation. Riffs are presented to me 


and the bass lines are molded by whatever the songs 
call for. The concept and sound resonate with me, so I 
am pleased to be part of the unit. 


D&O-You do the Slave Chandelier imprint, there is an 
underlying current that exists between the aesthetics 
of the label and Sarin Snow, it is almost unspoken 
really, it is very hard to put your finger on. What does 
Slave Chandelier stand for to you? Is there an 
overruling set of values that it holds or is it far simpler 
and freer from constraints? 


SARIN SNOW- Slave Chandelier stands for power first 
and foremost. Power seems to be the ultimate law of 
Nature and all its creations are drawn to it; whether it 
be intimate submission in a locked room, soldiers 
marching in unison, the ascendency of one beast, the 
universe's strength against an insignificant Earth, etc. 
There are numerous forms of power, Slave Chandelier 
is interested in their interpretations regardless of how 
challenging it can be. There seems to be a growing social 
tide from the left that is resentful of power. Slave 
Chandelier stands against this tide. I believe there is 
deep meaning to be found within power, meanwhile, 
the world this social movement wants to bring about is 
one of spiritual meaninglessness and powerlessness. 
The underground provides a variety of mediums to 
express an aesthetic of power, whether its noise, metal, 
or hardcore/ punk (the latter seems less common in 
doing so these days). So, the values are less of a stylistic 
dogma and more so focused on a cohesive aesthetic 
approach. Slave Chandelier will release music and art 
that I believe in. 


D&O-You are also responsible for the artwork on your 
releases, as well as some of the art in the Special Breed 
tape. What is the inspiration and motivation behind 
the art and collages that you do? 


SARIN SNOW- The inspiration for Sarin Snow and 
Special Breed’s collages are quite different. The two 
Special Breed collages reflect the spiritual quest and 
consciousness of a soldier as an individual outside of 
any particular political cause or context. Working 
within the restricted framework of the lyrical content 
was ultimately satisfying because the end product 
deviated a bit from my usual output. 


With Sarin Snow art, I’m interested in images that are 
striking, yet ambiguous in their intended use. Like 
words, images convey multiple interpretations, but 
ultimately silence (death) is the final conclusion. I find 
great beauty in this circle of existence and the artwork 
is a testament to that. Faces of death and ecstasy 
intermingle because ultimately, they are part of the 
same beautiful process of endless decay. I am interested 
in altering images and creating a new context for them. 
I think the Oscar Wilde quote I used in the Divine 
Thrust artwork is a useful explanation - “those who find 
ugly meanings in beautiful things are corrupt”. 


D&O-there is a sense of power coupled together with 


hopelessness that resonates throughout Sarin Snow, 
the lyrics hold a deep feeling of passion and energy 
and the overall aesthetic of the project also portrays 
this, with the collage work colliding in stark contrast 
to the sparse B&W lyric sheets. There is a simplicity to 
it all. What was the overall impetus to start Sarin 
Snow and how has it evolved over the course of it? 


SARIN SNOW- The project started around the time I 
moved back to the Bay Area after a few years away. The 
area and I had grown in different ways since my first 
stint here, almost as if going in opposite directions. I 
found the social climate nauseating. Living in a cold 
spacious warehouse added to my feeling of isolation. 
Most of my time was spent alone consumed in reading. 
I felt surrounded by hideousness. I began acquiring 
equipment because I felt this was one way | could 
purify the world around me. 


I wanted to portray isolation in its truest sense. I don’t 
think of it as a melancholic thing. Isolation can be 
unhindered power. It can be a fortress where acts are 
committed away from witnesses. Isolation can be two 
beings wrapped up in their fleeting fire. Isolation can be 
an atavistic force waiting to rejuvenate the world. 
Isolation can be a subjective experience in the greater 
pool of death. That's what I had in mind when I began 
the project and I’m sure will be the foundation for the 
project regardless of its development or topic at hand. 


D&O-The two tapes so far (Imposing Light and 
Divine Thrust) sound very similar in execution and 
tone, there is a clear idea here. I like that; many noise 
projects chop and change between each release. Can 
you explain the overall desire and need to continue 
mining the particular sound that you do with Sarin 
Snow? Can you see it changing drastically in the 
future do you think? 


SARIN SNOW- I want each release to move forward, 
yet there is a focus on a grander unity. Every aspect of 
the sound is a meticulous attempt at getting across an 
underlying mood. Of course, I want the material to be 
interesting, but the desire to evoke a particular feeling 
is always there. With Sarin Snow themes, motifs, and 
imagery will resurface as if born anew. This reflects my 
cyclical world view - every bit of pain, strife, pleasure, 
genocide, victory, grand love is bound to recur again 
and again. Energy flows ceaselessly towards death and 
this endless march is what Sarin Snow contemplates. I 
think PE is the perfect medium to get this across the way 
this project desires. Perhaps, the sound evolves from 
releases, but I am intent on it embodying a united 
canon. 


D&O-Sexuality and how we relate to sex has long 
been a staple for Powerelectronics, Sarin Snow 
certainly continues with this, not in a blatant over the 
top way though. There is a sinister nature to it with 
your music. Sex seems to be far more open and free in 
these current times, while still quite prudish and 
confused with the older generation struggling to come 


to terms with the different definitions of sexuality. 
Sarin Snow takes an almost medieval or traditional 
occult leaning angle to the whole process. Is there a 
discussion around sex and sexuality that you are 
tackling here or is it best left unsaid? 


SARIN SNOW- Blatant sexuality as a shock tactic is too 
easy and has been overdone. I want to participate in 
something more interesting and genuine to myself. 1am 
put off by both modern liberal and conservative views 
of sexuality. The current generation has tried to 
appropriate their sexual expression as a means of 
independence and agency. It all comes off as some sort 
of vapid exhibitionism stemming from inferiority 
complexes. When freedom and pleasure are the ends, 
the transgression resembles a mockery of itself. Sex 
positivity, leftist “sluts”, BDSM fashion, street sex fairs, 
and so forth is all a charade. It is all an extension of the 
same liberal values they denounce, the embodiment of 
a lethargic culture devouring itself. True eroticism is 
something much more severe and shattering. 


My perspective of sex is not empowering; it is complete 
negation. In sex, man and woman find a union within 
the other that erases their individuality. This non-being 
flows with death as long as consciousness disintegrates 
with every thrust. In sex, we are unveiled to reveal 
something mystical and ancient beneath us. Greek 
mythology reflected sexuality’s sinister and divine 
natures with Leda and the Swan, the abduction of 
Persephone, Adonis and Aphrodite, etc. These stories 
and names are allegories for the forces within the sexual 
realm, forces that possess us. Master and servant come 
together in a ceremony that is much grander than 
themselves. Sexuality also reveals a part of human 
nature (for lack of a better term) that can never be done 
away with despite illusions of civility. The sexual act 
can invoke the cruel beast that man will always be 
through its sadistic aspects when the beloved drowns in 
your strength. The individual dies in this flood of 
power. Ultimately, the erotic (to me) is unity with a dark 
lost sovereign; becoming both its incarnation and 
subject. 


There are times when Sarin Snow seeks to recall these 
acts, not through detailed descriptions, but through 
evoking a feeling. 


D&O-Violence is also intertwined throughout your 
recordings. It is violence as a necessity, is that where 
we are heading as a society or have we always been 
there? 


SARIN SNOW- Violence has always been with us and 
always will be. All our triumphs and advancements rest 
on the shoulders of violence. It is hypocrisy to cry 
against the injustices of society when that moral high 
ground was only made possible through a history of 
violence. 


War is essential to life - whether its waged by nations or 
by an individual, whether its physical or spiritual. Strife 


can have a cultivating and rejuvenating effect. Modern 
western society/man is at a standstill. Our way of life 
has allowed us to expend energy on more symbolic 
ventures - social sciences, morality, ethics, etc. At the 
peak of our existence we are now riddled with guilt and 
dissonance. There are enemies determined on 
destroying the West, yet we are consumed by 
Utilitarianism and have discussions about the human 
rights of an ISIS soldier. As a society, we yearn for the 
moral high ground, but why? My interest in the subject 
doesn’t even lie within a political context, I am more 
focused on the metaphysical consequences. When we 
forgo and betray our violent tradition, we become 
spiritually weak. Energy ceases to flow in the name of 
harmony. Man becomes stagnant and complacent by 
his own emasculation. Throughout world history, there 
is no example of a thriving culture that denounced their 
virility. Where there is life, violence will find a way. 


D&O-Lyrically where do you draw inspiration from? 


SARIN SNOW- A large part of inspiration comes from 
what I read. The biggest literary influence is Yukio 
Mishima. He tends to be a typical source in the greater 
realm of dark music. However, this influence comes 
from more than just a surface level reading of his work. 
Within a year, I had read all his translated works, which 
can be interpreted in a philosophical manner. In his 
writing, I discovered his obsessions and they related to 
my own obsessions. It is all meant to be a serious 
engagement with the author and material. 


Other literary influences are Marquis de Sade, Julius 
Evola (especially his metaphysical works), Ezra Pound, 
Ernst Junger, Arthur Rimbaud, Oscar Wilde, Charles 
Baudelaire, Rainer Maria Rilke... Again, the usual 


suspects in this subculture, but I seek a more extensive 
perspective. 


Aside from literature, the lyrics draw inspiration from 
beauty. To me, beauty is something hierarchical and 
elitist, intertwined with power and virility. Those who 
are powerful should be beautiful and those who are 
beautiful should be powerful. The lyrics depict images, 
acts, and scenes I find beautiful -vigorous bodies, 
masculinity, aristocracy, classical art, Venus in the arms 
of Mars, death. I want beauty to reclaim its throne. 


D&O-Musically Sarin Snow harnesses the sounds of 
pure PE alongside an almost militant Death Industrial 
march, this makes for a sound that is somewhat 
timeless. What have been the primary influences on 
the sounds we hear in Sarin Snow. 


SARIN SNOW- In terms of PE, Streicher and Deathpile 
are large influences. I don’t attempt to mimic either 
project, but look highly at the intensity and extremity of 
the sound. Another main influence is Burzum’s 
Filosofem. It’s not the actual sound that influences me, 
but what is accomplished by it. No other album has 
struck me in the same way. It feels like its own creature 
and can articulate so much in the atmosphere 
presented. That is the ideal for me as an artist. 


D&O-American underground noise is flourishing. 
Bedroom projects are everywhere alongside tape 
labels and one-off projects. There is no longer a 
question of how does one stand out from the crow4, it 
is more how does one go about finding those who 
would find a project such as yours interesting and 
inspiring? Someone mentioned how the underground 
is simply just artists feeding off each other which then 
brings about blind support due to camaraderie. How 
do you ensure what you do portrays the message you 
intend? Are we preaching to the already converted? 


SARIN SNOW- Perhaps it sounds shallow, but there is 
a deliberate emphasis on the aesthetic as a whole. 
Imagery, titles, and language are all meant to make an 
immediate impression. This is how it finds those who 
would resonate with what is being portrayed. I’m not 
sure if there is a single message that I am trying to get 
across with the project; I’m not an ideologue nor am I 
interested in the masses. Sarin Snow is more of a mirror. 
It reflects what I find beautiful. It reflects the mortal 
stream towards death. Ultimately, a reflection of 
myself. The attention to detail towards the material 
ensures a clear and accurate vision of this mirror. 
Others may find their own reflection within it. 


I do agree with the sentiment of blind support in the 
underground. I see this across the spectrum of 
underground subcultures. Everyone just wants to get 
along, be friends, garner likes, and most importantly, 
not upset anyone. The base of such behavior stems from 
insecure people being disingenuous. I suppose, one can 
only take their craft seriously while being sincere with 
their art and interactions. 


D&O-What are the next steps for Sarin Snow? 


SARIN SNOW- The third tape, Love Incarnate, will be 
out by the time this is read. I want to focus on recording 
and releasing a steady stream of releases. The time 
between the second and third tape was longer than 
desired. This was due to the project being put on hold 
because of personal issues that could only happen in the 
Bay Area. From Love Incarnate onward, my trusted 
accomplice E.V. is brought into the fold. But, it is still 
very much my project. 


There is a split planned. I'd like to do a couple more 
tapes before working on a longer and more elaborate 
release. I would also like to play a few gigs. Like time, 
Sarin Snow marches on... 


INTERVIEW WITH WITHERING HERD 


D&O-Can you explain the opening track from “Our 
World Shrank”, entitled “God’s Hands”? Spirituality 
is the great black hole and horribly misunderstood in 
the underground with most treating it with one 
dimensional attitudes. I am curious as to what 
spirituality is to Withering Hand and how it might 
inform the project? 


WITHERING HERD- To be clear, “God’s Hands” is 
entirely Aylan’s track. Fundamentally, it describes 
using heroin for the first time. Metaphorically, it refers 
to the “first use” of anything powerful enough to feel 
like God/ spirituality. God is a placeholder for what we 
turn to in order to fill our greatest absence. Aylan quite 
literally worshipped his drug of choice. It was ritualistic 
and comforting, his answer to everything. 


The following tracks are basically saying, “this God 
isn’t working anymore. I will either die from this or find 
a new way to live, and I’m not sure which is worse." 


D&O- How do you approach writing songs for 
Withering Herd? Your pallet is quite varied and 
versatile yet still retains an overall structure that feels 
natural and organic. What are the elements that go 
into the duo and how do they translate into noise and 
sound? 


WITHERING HERD- Aylan creates the skeleton of the 
track by writing melodies and experimenting with 
texture. He does most of the drones, synths and 
machine-like sounds you hear. Once he feels good 
about the foundation, I add vocals, noise and samples. 
Then we get together and edit, arrange, reshape, etc. We 
don’t discuss structure very much. We extend and 
shorten various sections until we feel an interesting 
emotional response. 


Regarding palette, we are music listeners first and 
foremost. While our tastes overlap heavily (noise, 
industrial, etc.), we each bring some outlier influences 
that we believe make the project distinct. We don’t often 
go into a track saying,”“OK, let's make this 


motherfucker sound like Coil with Alberich-style 
vocals.” It’s more intuitive, I suppose. We don’t 
recognize musical influences until after we write a 
piece. We are more interested in transcribing emotions 
like fear and lust and shame into texture and melody. 


D&O-How do your surroundings impact the music 
you create? It feels very isolated and lost to me, is that 
the case? 


WITHERING HERD - Isolation and confusion are 
important themes for us. However, we're not reacting 
to our surroundings as much as attempting to process 
some shared experiences. Aylan and I worked together 
at a substance use treatment center. During that time, 
my mother committed suicide (I joined WH days later). 
Aylan spent 6 years in active addiction. Once clean, he 
watched his brother become overwhelmed by the same 
disease. 


NA's basic text describes what we tried to express with 
the tape: 


“Hostile, resentful, self-centered and self-seeking, we 
cut ourselves off from the outside world. Anything not 
completely familiar became alien and dangerous. Our 
world shrank and isolation became our life." 


OLD TOWER-RISE OF THE SPECTER LP 

I am still skeptical on the term “Dungeon Synth” and 
feel like an in-depth analysis into the origins of the 
genre needs to be undertaken. It feels like only recently 
this term has risen from the darkness and all but 
overnight taken on a life all its own. For example, while 
Mortiis was applying his prosthetic nose in the green 
room, was there some hype guy out on stage 
introducing the goblin himself as a master of “Dungeon 
Synth” or was it simply ambient BM? To me, it feels like 
a new, in vogue term created by savvy types to 
differentiate something that sounds more like medieval 
themed music from the masses of ambient shit that was 
typically made by bland side project from once vital 
members of the black metal elite after their creative well 
ran dry. Once, projects as varied as Old Oak and 
Drowning the Light could share splits, with both 
playing varying sounds of ambient BM (as it was 
described then on fliers and now long-lost forums). Old 


Oak (or Tarihan for that matter) sounded equally as 
dusty and ancient as Old Tower do now, yet there was 
no mention of “Dungeon Synth” at that stage. 
Depressive Silence are the masters of the sound, and 
even their re-issues have adopted the “Dungeon Synth” 
moniker, somewhat reluctantly I feel. I have asked 
several people who should know, at least with some 
level of certainty, when this stupid, yet strangely apt 
term, came into the vernacular of the underground, but 
most either don’t care, don’t remember or just ignored 
me. So, no closer to the answer, I am forced to enjoy this 
wonderfully majestic piece of dirt laden, chantingly 
haunted ride into the days of old where robes are worn, 
horses used as transport and castles plundered with a 
sense of escapism and fantasy. This is Old Towers 
masterstroke, nothing that came before it quite matches 
the level of seeping rot, and I dare say nothing they will 
do afterwards will reach the dizzying heights achieved 
here, but isn’t that the point of ancient times? For them 
to be forgotten and moved on from? 


D&O-I asked Kenneth Ravko, if he could shed any 
light on the origins of the term “Dungeon Synth” and 
this is what he had to say. 


KENNETH- "I remember first reading about the term 
"Dungeon Synth" in a Burzum interview conducted by 
"The Russian Dungeon Synth Society" back in 2013. 
Some further digging has lead me to believe the term 
was made up in 2011 by a person named Andrew 
Werdna for a blogspot page bearing that same name. 

I must be very honest and say that I am not well 
acquainted with this “genre”. It is safe to say that it 
wasn't a thing before 2014/2015. When it comes to 
similar types of music: back in the early 00's we had 
Mortiis and side-projects, and that was all we needed. 
In my book it is still the only artist of true value that did 
something in the lines of what is nowadays referred to 
as “Dungeon Synth”. Back in 2002 I bought my first 
Mortiis record (the infamous '94 Malicious Records 
misprint of Fodt Til A Herske) through Ebay for a euro 
or two and started frequenting the Mortiis forum 
shortly after. The type of music Mortiis created was 
referred to as “Dark Dungeon Music” there, a term 
which Mortiis himself coined during his heydays and 
used for his personal label/distro. Mortiis was Dark 
Dungeon Music and nothing else came close; nobody 
had heard of Depressive Silence. Cernunnos Woods 
almost didn't seem to exist before 2015. Wongraven was 
decent, but most people thought the voice sounded too 
human. Varg Vikerness should've never been allowed 
to have a midi-sequencer in prison. And why travel to 
Empire Algol if Alpha Centauri was a way better 
destination in the first place? Mortiis' records are 
timeless, where most other projects in a similar vein, 
then and now, sound empty and almost off-putting. I 
can compare the uncanny feeling of listening to 
anything that is considered similar to Mortiis' work to 
watching the end credits after a movie; I just want to 
shut it off as fast as I can. It makes me feel uneasy, and 
not in the good way.” 


"Neutrality only through indifference" 
CF 


MP & DRILLER-TORMENTOR CS 

The Finders label can do no wrong. Their aesthetics and 
approach speak to only those interested in the most 
depraved, debauched and perverse of eccentricities. 
Acting as a curator to find deviants perverted enough 
to allow their tape to be dipped in blood and packaged 
in an oversized VHS case, Finders continues to be a 
label to keep a close eye on, like that creepy uncle when 
he is around your children at Christmas time. 
“Tormentor” is gargantuan, glacial PE/noise. 
Crumbling soundscapes collapse around you as a 
deranged voice deeply disturbs the sanctity of youth 
and torments the notion that your body is in fact yours. 


BLACKWATCH-S/T LP 

Blackwatch have produced some of the more unnerving 
PE over the past year or so. Aligning the project in the 
dicey grey area of political unrest has alienated as many 
as it has captured and in doing so created that certain 
blend of Powerelectronics that sounds eternal. The 
overwhelming feeling here is one of turmoil and 
struggle, there isn’t a dominant force prevailing, there 
is no clear winners in this war, what we are left with is 
heroes who went down fighting, never seeing the spoils 
of their war. The 8 songs here profile the intricacies 
behind those who fight for what they believe is right 
and stare into the face of defeat welcomingly. Polarizing 
PE pioneers Brethren come to mind, particularly in the 
second track “Identity”, Blackwatch do not employee 
Brethren’s unstoppable sonic assault, instead it is a 
slow, ever evolving burn, but the overriding message 
feels somewhat familiar. Country Club’s essential “The 
Pigs Unscathed” is another LP that is recalled while 
listening to this collection of missives. That isn’t to say 
that Blackwatch is not original, they possess a vision 
and intent that is unique, but it is clearly informed by 
the past and due to this, his debut full length is an 
extremely strong entry in the 2017 Powerelectronics 
soundscape. This is the type of record that you feel 
instantly familiar with, the ideas that are presented and 
the way in which they are presented sit comfortably 
alongside those records held in high esteem across the 
landscape of PE both ideologically and idealistically. 
This is Powerelectronics for people who listen to 
Powerelectronics and people who understand what 
they want from Powerelectronics. It is also worth 
noting, Blackwatch are seemingly the perfect fit for a 
label such as Breathing Problem Productions, 
aesthetically as well as sonically. Both endeavors have 
proven their ability to straddle the fence between 
artistic freedom and glorifying that which most deem 
unacceptable and in doing so creating works that help 
define an otherwise murky area of the underground 
noise subculture. 


WULKANAZ-PARALYS LP 

Wulkanaz defies logic. His output has been a 
mesmerizing display of completely disjointed yet 
highly addictive BM, infused with enough outside 
influence to avoid placing it alongside purely 
traditional acts while still understanding the vast 
trappings of the genre thus rendering it unattainable to 


passersby’s. This is exactly what I want from a BM LP 
in 2017. It is inventive and defies expectations. There are 
so many different layers here to unfold and expose that 
it comes across like an almost daunting experience to 
digest. From the intro, which long outstays its welcome, 
occupying what feels like half the surface space on the 
A side before launching into what could be considered 
Wulkanaz’s most destructive and straightforward song 
to date, “Hof I’, a song that will either benefit or suffer 
from the new drummers’ approach depending on your 
predisposition to what sounds like mechanical drums. 
Initially I found it quite jarring, being so accustomed to 
Wulkanaz’s penchant for folk like pacing; this felt out 
of place, but as “Paralys” unveils itself over time it 
makes a warped sort of sense. How Wagner makes 
music this fucked and abrasive sound so infectious 
honestly defies logic. Raw BM is usually anything but 
memorable, and 2017 has showcased time and time 
again just how simple it is to press anything on to vinyl, 
no matter how inventive it is or isn’t. I understand now 
that Wulkanaz is far from raw BM. While it’s core may 
in fact be raw as piss, his approach does not stem from 
a basic understanding of what people want then setting 
out to achieve it. Wulkanaz’s rawness is fueled by an 
understanding of existence at its very essence, and that 
is very bleak indeed; “Paralys” reflects this in savage 
and strangely alluring ways. Pieces of pure joy radiate 
beneath throbbing malevolence, vocals alternate 
between caustic hisses, pained cries and demented 
lurching calls to the pits of the darkest soil. “Paralys” 
almost steamrolls over the listener, traversing from one 
off-kilter segment to another, the speed here is notable, 
you would be forgiven for thinking you have stumbled 
upon ‘some lost Brazilian horde’s demo tape, yet 
underneath it all Wagner's brilliance shines through, 
and even when you think a riff sounds decidedly punk 
like, it never detracts from the overall feel of darkness 
that one would experience from an outer-body astral 
excursion. It’s is as if you are looking at yourself from 
outside your own body. Other worldly indeed. 


FROTHWROUGHT-S/T CS 

Writhing in the underbelly of unfinished purgatory for 
what seemed like an eternity, I first heard of 
Frothwrought via an instrumental home dubbed tape 
that was traded to me, instantly I could hear that this is 
the level of off kilter insanity that would appeal to me. 
Having Black Gangrene officially release the completed 
version was a surprise as I figured it may never 
properly see the light of day. Frothwrought seems like 
the kind of project that shuns attention and finds no 
need for others to provide their worthless opinion on it. 
The three tracks presented here are loose and extremely 
rabid, if I told you this project once covered an Empire 
of Hate track would that give you an inkling of insight 
into their approach? Vocals that gnash, howl and 
scratch their way out of the performers body with a 
heave, guitars that weave in and out of cohesiveness, 
sounding as if your tape player is on the verge of 
chewing the fucking thing up, and drums that rumble 
away in the background like some dank sermon to 


those below. This is a bleak example of BM, one that 
exists almost completely outside of the normal confines 
of nowadays BM, carving their own path unconcerned 
of trends, circles, labels and scenes. 


LAMPIR-DEMO I CS 

LAMPIR-DEMO II CS 

SANGUINE _RELIC-BITTER REFLECTIONS _IN 
LUMINOUS SHADOWS LP 

ORGY OF CARRION-BLOOD WASHED AWAY 


THE GRAVE PURITY LP 

I discovered the Defiled Light label at the very tail end 
of its existence, this was around the time it was 
wrapping up and just before Perverse Homage was 
being born from its ruins. This was a crucial stage for 
those involved in the core projects of this small enclave, 
as it severed ties with certain elements that were 
instrumental to Defiled Light, leaving behind those 
who no longer belonged in the fold, those who did not 
see eye to eye with what is required from an 
undertaking such as this. Perverse Homage dedicated 
itself to start afresh, stripping itself free of anything that 
may have held it back in the past and allowing itself to 
focus on those elements deemed the most relevant to 
the artists who closely aligned with this new banner. 
What we are now metwith is a single-minded approach 
to raw, crude BM spawned from a few likeminded 
individuals who operate within the confines that they 
have set for themselves. What resonates with me about 
small underground operations such as Perverse 
Homage is their dedication, devotion and outlook. One 


thing needs to very clear, this is not music for 
consumers, and I think a lot of people get confused here. 
People assume that because products (in this case Tapes 
or LP’s) are being manufactured and produced that it is 
a product that is being made to simply be consumed by 
others. The way the underground works is that you 
become involved in it, there is no room for by-standers 
or passive consumers, sure you can sit on the sidelines 
and pick up tapes or records here or there, but to truly 
be involved and included in the underground you need 
to be active, be it through your own band, label or zine. 
Then, and only then can you begin to experience the 
true underground and everything that such an 
undertaking entails. The problem arises when 
suddenly, your small, once insignificant area of what is 
otherwise a vast pool gets the spotlight shined on it, 
even for a little while, and this is what happened (or is 
happening to) to Perverse Homage, and quite quickly I 
might add. What was once a few guys operating on a 
small scale between a couple of interested parties all of 
a sudden had a whole heap of expectations thrown 
upon them. It is hard to understand when someone 
claims that “they don’t care if people hear the music or 
not” or that “this isn’t meant for you” when you are 
hearing those statements from the perspective of a blind 
consumer. Statements like that seem fake or contrived, 
but let me tell you, Perverse Homage and their rotten 
entities Lampir, Sanguine Relic and Orgy of Carrion are 
far from fake or prone to making contrived statements. 
They know you weren't there at the start, they know 
you didn’t care, they haven't listened to your bands or 
read your zines or sent out orders to you. To them it is 
you that are fake and contrived. It took “others” to tell 
you about what they were doing before you found out 
about how good it is. You didn’t search for yourself and 
you never will. These tapes and records exist because 
those responsible are active members of the 
underground, the urge and desire to create is a non- 
stoppable force that courses through their veins and it 
existed long before people paid attention and will exist 
long afterwards. 


Musically Lampir, Sanguine Relic and Orgy of Carrion 
tread similar paths. Boiled down to its bare essence, all 
three play raw, filthy BM in what has become the 
tradition of the genre. Once you could confuse BM and 
raw BM, that can no longer be applied. The line has 
been drawn in the sand. I am not going to deconstruct 
the milieu of what differentiates raw BM from BM or for 
that fact what differentiates Lampir from Sanguine 
Relic or Orgy of Carrion. Understand that there is a 
spirit present in pure raw BM that cannot be matched 
anywhere. The way in which it is born from nothing 
and vomited forth almost instantaneously in a moment 
of foul desperation can not be matched. I have always 
been drawn towards DIY projects that represent the 
spirit of the underground, and for me it gets no more 
honest, pure and devoted than what Perverse Homage 
does, and these examples are but a few of the many 
moments of clarity that spewed forth from this highly 
prolific enclave. 


UNIFORM-WAKE IN FRIGHT LP 

I watched a lot of television during 2017. Maybe more 
than ever before. Some was great, more was average, 
and occasionally, a few were brilliant. (on a side note, 
Uniform front man Berdan is an avid movie fan, and I 
hope the album title in question here is at least in some 
way a reference to the sublime Aussie masterpiece 
“Wake in Fright’, a movie which unsurprisingly did 
not translate well when shoved into a built for TV 
miniseries. Who would of thought taking a hidden cult 
classic and transporting it into more modern times with 
advertisement breaks ruining the pace would dampen 
what could have been otherwise challenging TV?) Twin 
Peaks made its triumphant return to the small screen 
recently, gaining a fever like cult status in its 25-year 
break. Having this dream like nightmare to look 
forward to each week made life almost interesting. This 
is a music zine, so I am not going to bore you with the 
details, because I am sure if you are reading this zine 
you already have your own opinion on the show, but, 
there is a scene when some “bad guys” roll up to 
commit some sketched out law breaking and when they 
open the car door (or wind down the window, I can’t 
recall which right now) harsh, pulsating and incendiary 
music radiates from the speakers. That music was 
Uniform. There is a long tradition of using aggressive 
music to spell out the intent behind certain pieces of 
footage, the bad guys always have the best soundtracks, 
and hearing music that was strangely familiar to me 
burst forth into Twin Peaks left me feeling triumphant 
and invigorated, that feelings of having your two 
worlds colliding is always somewhat serendipitous. 
David Lynch’s soundtracks are expertly crafted (apart 
from Eddie Vedders appearance, which in all honesty 
wasn’t even that heinous) So, for Uniform to be featured 
on Twin Peaks, well, it is a gargantuan achievement. I 
don’t think this brief and bloody appearance should 


overshadow what Uniform have achieved. Berdan and 
Greenberg have had a long-standing relationship and 
Uniform is the fruits of this friendship. Appearing on 
Twin Peaks really has no bearing on the quality of their 
music, I don’t know if more people are now aware of 
the band, or if, as I expect, most just let it wash over 
them while they await more backwards masking and 
trips down memory lane. With “Wake in Fright’, 
Uniform have stepped into a realm that I was very 
familiar with in high school, this is almost 
NIN/ Marilyn Manson/ Ministry like at times, mixed 
with Berdan’s now trademark howl, a howl that I 
understand may rub people the wrong way, but it is 
what makes it unique and sets it apart from being a 
clone of what many may argue should have stayed in 
the test tube. Uniform does not sound trite, or washed 
up, or aged, there is a vitality to proceedings here that 
leaves me excited and invigorated. I mention their 
appearance on Twin Peaks only because I think the two 
are similar in many ways. Both could be considered 
easy to dismiss, yet they fiercely entertain you while 
also adding dimensions that push you beyond what 
you expect to feel. Listening to “Wake in Fright” 
invokes frustration and anxiety, there is a pent up, 
wound up energy here, and it can only be executed 
through this combination of harsh beats, juvenile 
guitars and desperate vocals. I think this is music for 
mid thirty somethings, that description would have 
disgusted me to read if I was twenty something, but 
there is so much baggage here that you need to have 
had at least a few decades behind you before you could 
even come close to comprehending it. Fire walk with 
me. 


INTERVIEW WITH MICHAEL BERDAN _FROM 
UNIFORM. 


D&O- In my review I stated that Uniform’s music is 
for mid thirty somethings, reading it out of context 
sounds almost insulting, but I mean that you draw on 
such a vast history with your music that you almost 
need to have lived a little to appreciate it. Can you 
agree with that statement at all? Do you feel 
experiences have shaped the project in a particular 
way? Or is it more about current representation of 
thoughts and themes? 


UNIFORM- Man, I think that is a fair assessment. In 
many ways I feel like I've aged into this project and it 
kinda makes sense that a portion of the audience it 
reaches has aged along with me. Sometimes I become 
hyper aware of the lack of kids at our shows and it 
freaks me out because of my own mortality, but 
whatever. Experience absolutely informs the project. So 
much of what I make has to do with living in reflection 
and applying personal life lessons to living in the 
current moment. It's hard to do that without a degree of 
reference. When I was 20 I couldn't make what I make 
today because I didn't have the necessary experiences 
to draw from. 


D&O-Have you seen the Australian movie “Wake in 
Fright” at all? If so, is there any relevance to the 
record? If you haven’t seen it, why not? 


UNIFORM- Haha yeah man, it's one of my favorite 
movies and the book is great, too! The title is a direct 
reference to the source material, but I intended to use it 
as an allegory for my lifelong struggles with insomnia. 
A whole lot of the record is about existential dread 
keeping me up at night. In that regard, many of the 


themes present in the original Wake In Fright(s) are . 


reflected here: personal degradation, abject 
hopelessness, and the persistent fear of being 
emotionally stranded. 


Haven't seen the new miniseries and heard it was shit, 
but I'm still looking forward to giving it a quick once- 
over. 


D&O-Can you talk a bit about your brief appearance 
in Twin Peaks? You are playing on the car stereo of 
some bad motherfuckers which is fitting. Were you a 
Lynch/Twin Peaks fan? What has it done, if anything, 
for the band? How did you feel about this most recent 
season? 


UNIFORM- That whole Twin Peaks thing was one of 
the nuttiest experiences of my life. I'm gonna level with 
you: I've never been a huge fan of the show. When it 
was first on television I was a little too young. Finally 
got around to watching the first season on one awful, 
hungover day in my early 20s. It could have been that I 
felt physically sick throughout the viewing but man, 
Twin Peaks did not speak to me at that time. I never 
went back to revisit the rest of the show. Fast forward a 
decade and a half and our label gives us the news that 
David Lynch hand selected two songs for the revival 
season. I knew it was a big deal and I was thrilled at the 


opportunity, but I kinda lacked the frame of reference 
to tie my excitement to. Meant to give the show another 
shot in the period between getting the news and the 
beginning of the new season, but I honestly never found 
the time. Caught a bit of this run and enjoyed what I 
saw thoroughly. That whole atom bomb episode could 
be the craziest and most beautiful and most horrifying 
thing that I've ever seen. 


Our music appearing on the show has definitely opened 
a lot of doors for us. I was expecting a few more Spotify 
plays or some shit after the episode ran but it wound up 
being so much more than that. Twin Peaks fans are 
fucking serious, man. The experience opened us up to a 
whole new audience who wildly enough don't seem to 
hate us. Every time someone tells me that they 
discovered us through the show I get stoked because 
these people are coming at our music from a different 
angle than what I'm used to. 


D&O-Uniform sounds like the culmination of all your 
past work rolled in to one. It feels like this is what you 
were meant to do all along. Is there a sense of 
fulfillment with this project that hasn’t existed 
before? 


UNIFORM- Yeah, I think so. Fulfillment would be the 
right word. All I've ever wanted to do with my life was 
make music. I'm approaching 40 and that hasn't 
changed. With every misstep along the way comes a 
lesson learned that I try to apply to what I make today. 
There is a sense of contentment that comes from 
slugging it out enough to understand your craft. The 
fact that people sometimes seem to respond positively 
to the nonsense that I've made over the years and 
culminating with Uniform fills me with great joy. I feel 
like this is the logical conclusion to years of work and 
I'm forever grateful to have the opportunity to make it 
and have it heard. 


SPECTRAL VOICE-ERODED CORRIDORS OF 
UNBEING LP 

The very things that draw me to Death Metal are also 
the things that push me away. Death Metal to me is pure 
escapism, the ability to get lost amongst the 
boneheaded riffs and bottom end gurgling vocals 
encapsulates me perfectly when executed correctly. The 
problem is, escapism only lasts for so long, and I can 
only manage to walk around in the wilderness, 
forgetting my daily concerns for short periods of time. 
Death Metal seems to have reached a peak not seen 
since sometime in the 90’s. I am not sure if this is 
because I am simply paying attention to it more and 
perhaps this was always the case, but it genuinely feels 
like it is acceptable to wear longsleeve t-shirts again. 
Spectral Voice are at the very top of what is becoming a 
smaller and smaller pile of Death Metal bands that I am 
interested in. They (along with Gath Smane) reignited 
my interest in Death Metal when they put out the epic 
“Necrotic Doom” tape and each successive release since 
has been a mandatory listen. I can’t relate to Death 
Metal, that is why I rejected it as a teenager in favor for 


HC and punk. I wrongly assumed that Death Metal was 
music for simpletons, and this had more to do with the 
local fans I saw and how I imagined they appreciated 
music. Their comprehension felt like that of an 
everyday Rage Against the Machine or Pantera fan. For 
a long time that sickened me, I wanted more, I wanted 
to submerge myself in the music, I wanted to surround 
myself in its aura. I struggled to do that with Death 
Metal, and I assumed, wrongly I might add, that it was 
one dimensional music made by one dimensional 
people who just wanted to grind to a heavy and brutal 
riff. Oddly enough, it is the simplicity that drew me 
back in, I wanted a break from poorly produced, tinny 
sounding BM that was being dubbed horribly at home, 
and Death Metal required a level of proficiency and 
professionalism that was far removed from any metal I 
had surrounded myself with for the last 15 years. I spent 
a lot of 2015 rediscovering Death Metal. Originally, I 
was going to leave it at Incantation and the first 
Mortician record, but the further I delved the more I 
found. Two years later, very little of it has left any 
lasting impact, the only bands I will continue to seek out 
are Portal, Blood Incantation, Gath Smane and Spectral 
Voice. There is a specific sound and feel that I want from 
Death Metal. Those bands mentioned above may not 
have an awful lot in common, but I think they cover 
what I want. Spectral Voice have an introspective 
element to them, it is cavernous and simple enough to 
not alienate the listener. I have seen disparaging 
comments leveled at them about being too soft at times, 
but one look at their main influences will tell you if this 
is for you or not. “Eroded Corridors of Unbeing” is a 
monstrous effort, the whole thing sounds as if you are 
listening to it through a thick fog. This isn’t some big 
bang, over produced Death Metal masterpiece, it has 
flaws, occasionally tracks feel too whimsical and 
outstay their welcome, but it’s flaws are what gives it 
character, and that is what is lacking in most Death 
Metal, a distinctive and interesting character. There 
may be a clear uniform for Death Metal, it has a mold 
and most successful bands are forced to fit it. The thing 
is, Spectral Voice fit the mold in some places, but in 
others they bubble out over the sides, spewing forth 
uncomfortably. That is what I want, discomfort, 
awkwardness, unease. I need Death Metal to escape the 
rigid confines that I have set in place for it, Carcass do 
this, Portal certainly do it, and “Eroded Corridors of 
Unbeing” has achieved this gargantuan task by 
attempting to push the boundaries of what is now 
accepted in this largely revisionist genre devoid of 
innovation and ingenuity. 


KRUEL KOMMANDO-SYNAGOGA SATANAE LP 

This LP felt like a tale of folklore. I remember hearing 
about it in the Winterreich Dungeon well over 5 years 
ago, Infinite Wisdom were due to release it before that 
doomed imprint finally dwindled away, leaving a near 
flawless legacy behind it (most of which that ended up 
at the Glenorchy Tip). I can’t recall if it was recorded at 
that stage or simply an idea or lucid dream. Regardless 
of its status, the mere notion of a Kruel Kommando LP 


was enough to excite. This was a different time, a full 
length from a band that fucked, that disgusting and that 
raw was a big deal. There wasn’t countless labels ready 
and willing to take a risk on a record like this and it 
genuinely felt like something different and unique was 
happening. One wondered if Kruel Kommando could 
pull off such a monstrous task, would their putrid 
sound translate effectively on to the large format? But, 
like time, that wonder evaporated and the questions 
asked of it eroded away seemingly never to be 
answered. Years slipped past, eventually Final Agony 
and Tour De Garde stepped in and set about 
resurrecting this monumental homage to deranged BM 
thus fulfilling the prophecy embarked upon countless 
years before. Kruel Kommando makes even less sense 
in 2017, and that is what makes it so essential. 2010 held 
a special something about it for BM, it is very hard to 
pinpoint, but the guitars on the aptly titled, “The Retvrn 
of Morbid Times” that sound as if Ismaelta recorded 
them (and for all I know, he may of) before staring into 
a fire for the next 10 hours straight, highlight just how 
different a time it was for raw BM. This is completely 
unhinged, mentally damaged, incoherent BM fueled by 
drugs, Satan and alcohol. Musically it sounds inspired 
by nothing but themselves, it’s as if everything means 
nothing to those playing it, there is no blueprint being 
followed and absolute disdain for structure and 
formula. The lyrics are vomited forth in a steaming 
mess, at times haphazardly sounding like an Absurd 
throw away, and at other times sounding improvised at 
the precise moment that the pills kicked in. Kruel 
Kommando have concocted an unholy offering that 
defies logic and defiles modern raw BM in such a way 
that you begin to wonder if what we are experiencing 
in 2017 is in fact merely some watered down “halcyon 
days” version of BM. Safe and packaged up neatly for 
consumption and spoon fed as required. This truly a 
record of its time. ; 


ASP-DEMO___I__ ACRIMONIOUS 
PROVOCATION CS 

Head provocateur of Horrid Cross/Corpse Without 
Soul, Evan, rears his rotten head once again with this 
sonic barrage of utter fucking destruction. Never one to 
tread lightly, ASP sounds nothing like what you may 
have expected from a man who only recently played 
blown out punk fueled BM. ASP is far closer to his work 
in Church Whip, but even that severely understates the 
sonic diversity that is on offer across these five tracks. 
ASP is utterly uncategorizable and in being so, 
completely essential. Judging by live photos of Evan 
from his days in past projects and the band shirts he 
would be wearing, his penchant for the over the top has 
been ever-present. ASP sounds like equal parts 
Obituary/Immortal/Emperor/Slayer (feel free to 
disagree with me here, but my knowledge on the crown 
jewels of the 90’s metal scene is embarrassingly 
underdeveloped) The tracks bleed into each other 
becoming a blur of guitar gymnastics, frantic mad man 
drumming, possessed demonic howling and ingenious 
song structures. The pick slides are particularly strong, 
causing the listener to stop whatever they are doing to 


SPIRITUAL 


pay instant respect and homage in the form of idiotic air 
guitar worship. Not many tapes from 2017 had the 
ability to make a grown man act like a pubescent virgin, 
but ASP achieves the unthinkable with their unique 
take on insanity driven punk/metal/spew. 


BONE AWL-THE LOWEST ROAD CS 

SPECIAL BREED-BORN AGAIN CS 

To understate the importance that Bone Awl have on 
the underground of punk infused BM would be a grave 
injustice. Some may counter that statement by saying 
that they are then also the band to blame for the ensuing 
masses of clones that litter the tape collections of fiends 
the world over. It is a hard one to argue, few people can 
listen to the raw savagery that Bone Awl offer without 
getting caught up in the moment. Add the expert 
mastery and understanding of pace, presentation and 
overall feel that HWGT and HWCT wield over each 
release, and you have an intoxicating brew that anyone 
who can play drums or guitars (or both) could get 
drunk on. Having the kings return and release a new 
(well old, this was recorded in 2013) tape certainly puts 
the entire genre into perspective. It is safe to say, no one, 
and I do mean no single other project, can match Bone 
Awl at what they do. Knowing that almost nothing has 
changed since their inception is also quite confounding, 
the fact that they mastered their craft so early on and 
have then proceeded to remain steadfast along the same 
path is downright depressing for all those others who 
have stepped into the arena only to try and reinvent it 
by adding more or less of certain elements. What this 


proves is this, what Bone Awl do may sound simple, it 
may sound achievable, to some it may sound too basic, 
but the reality is there is a level of dedication, vision and 
inventiveness to craft songs to this level of perfection. 
Crafting songs that continue a legacy by not building 
upon it, or changing it, but instead by fitting in right 
alongside it. Everyone talks about progression and the 
need to grow or try new things. Bone Awl and their 
“The Lowest Road” tape is evidence that stagnancy is 
just as good, maybe even a better formula, for creating 
essential stomping BM. 

Of the two core members of Bone Awl, M Del Rio has 
been the more openly active one. His work in Raspberry 
Bulbs was some of the most interesting and exciting 
music to come out in the already interesting and 
exciting time of 2010-2013. After RB dissolved Marco 
went quiet. Then, seemingly out of nowhere he 
reappeared with multiple projects, Special Breed was 
one of these. Taking the ideas and sounds he has now 
made truly his own this tape is a welcome addition to 
M Del Rio’s already compelling body of work. Special 
Breed could conceivably be a Raspberry Bulbs release if 
you had your eyes closed and switched your brain off. 
I say this because I am confident that when I first heard 
“Finally Burst with Fluid” I thought Raspberry Bulbs 
sounded like Bone Awl too, it isn’t until you place these 
differing projects side by side that the intricacies of each 
become apparent. The mind needs signifiers, things to 
hold on to, sounds to compare to, we seek these out 
without even thinking about it. Marco’s nasally 
talk/shout and his unmistakable guitar strumming 
pattern are signatures, only he owns them and only he 
can use them without risking charges of fraud. But 
every time you pick up a pen in a different place, ina 
different frame of mind, with a different ink inside of it, 
the result will be somewhat different. That is what 
Special Breed is, different but the same. That is what 
interests me about M Del Rio, his dedication to his craft, 
I spoke about it above in the review of “The Lowest 
Road” and I will reiterate it here, and while the paper 
colour has changed from pink to green, and the 
overtones shifted from religious to military precision, 
you know the premise beneath it all remains the same. 
In times of ever shifting uncertainty, it is good to have 
something to rely on, even if that which we rely on 
brings unnerving uncertainty with it. 


MONS VENERIS-UNTITLED LP 

Black Gangrene further solidifies their place as one of 
the more essential labels for releasing crude, rotten BM, 
issuing this ancient Mons Veneris recording on a pitch- 
black LP devoid of the excessiveness that plagues most 
BM LP’s in this consumer driven marketplace. Mons 
Veneris needs no introduction, their putrid cacophony 
of tortured BM has cursed the underground for well 
over a decade. This once dormant recording has been 
exhumed to lay waste to all that claim inheritance to the 
foulest of thrones. Two sides of ugly, maligned, and 
unholy raw BM swarms the listener, howls of pain, 
swirling nightmares of haunted guitars and pounding 


nails as drums consume all who attempt to worship at 
the altar of madness. There is nothing here but insanity. 


THE FOLLOWING INTERVIEW WAS CONDUCTED 
BY MN FOR THE WINTERREICH PRODUCTIONS 
WEBSITE. UP UNTIL NOW _ IT HAS REMAINED 
UNPUBLISHED. 


WRR-Hails Mons Veneris, to start off can you please 
let us know what releases of Mons Veneris are 
currently released? (with what labels etc) Also I am 


aware of many “unpublic” Mons Veneris Demos, is 
there any plans of these getting released in the future? 


MONS VENERIS-Hails, it all started back in 2003 when 
some shadows gathered, and we recorded a demo 
called “Vil Perdicao, Sem Salvacao”, at that time it was 
supposed to be released by some label, which I'll not 
mention because I don’t wan to give some free 
advertisement to this label. Suddenly this label lost 
interest in releasing our work and then this demo was 
put into the closet. Also at this time Mons Veneris 
wasn’t very serious. It was starting to become serious 
when ambient recordings started appearing such as 
“ ..Meu Trono” which is the first demo, “Trevas de 
Sangue” which is the second demo, “A Floresta 
Maligna” which is the third demo. These were the first 
recordings when Mons Veneris started taking shape 
and being more serious (I don’t mean that “Vil 
Perdicao, Sem Salvacao” was a demo, only for fun, 
because it wasn’t...simply at that time it was only that 
demo and there weren't great plans/ expectations 
towards Mons Veneris entity) So “.....das Catacumbas” 
which is the fourth demo was also recorded in 2004 and 
finally I decided to share “Vil Pericao, Sem Salvacao” 
with my contacts. So, it is the fifth demo. Although it 
was recorded in 2003. After that, lots of other stuff was 
recorded, like splits with Jut and Ruina, amongst other. 
To be sincere I can’t recall every single stuff I’ve 
recorded but I tell you that all stuff you can get from 
me, but I give no contact, I’m too lazy to do this 
FUNderground life, so when I want I send my stuff to 
friends and contacts I think are worthy of my attention. 
Until now Mons Veneris only released one public tape 
through a label, “Inferno” which compiles two demo 
tapes recorded in 2004 and 2005. 


WRR-Can you please explain the name Mons Veneris 
and your reasons for choosing this name? There are 
quite a few meanings for this name, what one do you 
use and why? Also, I know there have been no lyrics 
printed inside any of your releases. Can you list some 
songs and subjects they cover? 


MONS VENERIS- Mons Veneris means Mount of 
Venus in Latin. It was a place where Lusitanian 
warriors used to refugee from the Roman Legions. In 
the end, for me, Mons Veneris is a refugee from the 
outside world, from society. In this refugee I do WHAT 
I WANT, WHENEVER I WANT. I follow no trends or 
compromises. Mons Veneris is much more than a 
project, it’s also “interactive” in a way, because I can 


invite the ones I want but they aren't guest 
musicians...from me, when they enter the world of 
Mons Veneris, when they cooperate with Mons Veneris 
they become part of it, even if they help only on one 
song or on graphic design, etc. So, Mons Veneris isn’t a 
solo project at all. There are those who occult 
themselves behind it and are ready to collaborate 
whenever it is needed. 


WRR-Of your “unpublic” releases how many copies 
have been spread? How can people get a hold of these 
demos if they have interest in your material? I know 
in the past some of your releases have been limited to 
only a handful of copies, have you had much feedback 
so far; if so what's it been like? 


MONS VENERIS- Well, most of the “ unpublic” releases 
don’t have limitations, in fact. Only some tapes have 
limitations like “Vil Perdicao, Sem Salvacao” which I 
decided to limit to only 13 copies. Not every people can 
get my demos, only those who are in contact with 
and/or trust...so if you thought Mons Veneris stuff was 
“cool”, you better forget about our past activities 
because you'll not put your hands on it. Mons Veneris 
isn’t cool or an entity with rockstars, keep that in your 
minds. We spit on YOUR FUNderground “$cene” 
Anyway....no feedback towards Mons Veneris releases 
because they aren't spreaded, we do our stuff because 
WE like it...soon we will start spreading our plague to 
this rotten “$cene” and FUNderground. So, don’t 
worry, some people will have the chance to listen to 
what we do... 


WRR-On one of your upcoming releases there is an 
Absurd cover, why have you chosen this cover? Do 
you support Absurd’s racial views? Have you 
recorded any other covers? 


MONS VENERIS- I’ve done an Absurd cover ONLY 
because I like the feeling of their early releases. I don’t 
support racial views. In fact, 1 don’t think there’s any 
racial superiority, we are all “humans” (unfortunately) 
and that’s it. I never cared much about politics and for 
me NS bands are very connected to politics, this doesn’t 
mean I don’t appreciate some, I do. I think some bands 
have a good feeling but it’s not because it’s NS or Pagan 
or Anti-Human or.... you know? That kind of trend, if I 
like a band (we are talking about Black Metal right?) I 
like it because I see a dark essence on it...or a good 
attitude (yeah, attitude can help too, for me...) 


WRE- In your past releases there has been quite a few 
splits and tributes (including a Black Legions Tribute 
and an Abruptum Tribute) can we expect any more 
tributes in the future? Also, there is a bunch of 
different splits available, is there any bands you wish 
to do splits with in the future? What does a band need 
to support for you to respect the members? 


MONS VENERIG- I don’t know if there will be more 
splits or no, same goes to tributes. Until now these 
tributes and splits were ok, lets see in the future. I’ve 


decided not to expect nothing and just let the things 
flow. I'll not plan lots of stuff and then I'll not achieve 
it, or the stuff doesn’t happen the way I’ve wanted it to. 
So, we'll just let ourselves flow and without great plans 
for the future. 


WRR-As well as music, a lot of your time is spent 
painting and making other art forms. I have seen some 
of your paintings in which the canvas is covered in 
blood and shit. What emotions are these paintings 
expressing? How long have you been painting for? Do 
your paintings have anything to do with Mons 
Veneris? Can you name some of your favorite artists? 


MONS VENERIS- If there are any emotions in those 
paintings they will be received by those who view my 
art, be it in a negative way or ina positive way. Artis a 
fragile topic to talk about because of its subjectivity, it is 
something very personal and tastes are different 
depending from the person who watches it. Personally 
I like to see art as something that is a piece of us...most 
of art is a piece of the artists mind because it’s only an 
idea that is expressed, a concept, and the mediums are 
something external to the artist (inks, etc) By using 
bodily fluids a part of your body gets into your art, it 
stops being ONLY a piece of the artists mind, a simple 
idea but it goes even further because the artist puts a bit 
of himself in a material way (literally). Concerning 
artists, I do like Jackson Pollock, Basquiat, Van Gogh, 
Andy Warhol (ahh...capitalistic fucker.....), Wassily 
Kadinski, amongst others which I can’t recall their 
names. 


WRR-You have some interest in Out of Body 
Experience/Lucid Dreaming. What draws you to this 
subject? What are your thoughts on all sorts of 
Religions/Rituals? Do you have any experience with 
Occult Magick at all? Please explain. 


MONS VENERIS-I have a general interest in OBEE’s 
and Lucid Dreams, sadly I never succeeded using some 
techniques I’ve read, or maybe I’ve done something 
wrong. What doesn’t help me is also my lack of patience 
and concentration, I’m too impulsive and accidently I 
start thinking on other things but not about projecting 
myself etc. For me it would be ideal if I met someone in 
my area with some OBEE experience/Lucid Dreaming 
fields that would be able to help me...I’m sure I would 
succeed this way, with someone’s help. 

I don't follow any standard religion. I believe there is 
something stronger than men, I just don’t know what. 
If I had to believe in something it would be on Nature 
as a god/goddess...a bit like Paganism. To be sincere, I 
’ have sympathy for Lusitanian Paganism (because I do 
live in Portugal, if I would live in Finland or Norway 
etc I would have sympathy to Nordic Paganism), sadly 
Christians erased lots of ideals/values that existed 
before Christianity, Pagan values, and more than 
values, life styles. I can’t forget that in the past 
Paganism was at harmony with nature, more or less like 
a belief that followed the cycles of the lands, and 
Christianity destroyed it...we can’t forgive them for the 


evil that Christians are....so if they fight Evil, the Evil 
Ones are us, and we will see the modern religious men 
destroying itself, and sadly, the world. 

I don’t have any experience into the Satanic or Occult 
Magick fields, but I might start studying some stuff 
about it soon. 


WRE-Throughout all your different demos you have 
played a lot of different sorts of music (Black Metal, 
Ambience, Noise, Black Noise etc) What is your 
reason for releasing all this different sort of music 
under the same name? By releasing all these different 
sorts of music I’m guessing you listen to a lot of 
different types of music? Can you list some of your 
favourite bands under the following genres? Black 
Metal, Ambient, Noise, Black Noise, Other. 


MONS VENERIS- BLACK METAL: Hmm...I know lots 
of Black Metal bands so it’s quiet hard to tell, but I do 
like early 80's and early 90's stuff, Absurd, Moonblood, 
Mayhem, Burzum, Venom, Celtic Frost and the Black 
Metal bands who had Thrash Heavy or Punkish edge 
on their sound...also not to forget the amazing and very 
unique style that the Les Legions Noires done...it’s a 
great inspiration and I like it a lot. Sad that we don’t see 
too much bands developing stuff inspired by Les 
Legions Noires legacy. Concerning “modern” stuff, Ido 
like Satanic Warmaster, Xasthur, some Nargaroth, some 
Portuguese bands (which I'll not mention their names) 
and I also was surprised to see some EI Salvador 
maniacs performing total chaos for Satan (Serpent 
Hordes, Bestial Cult and Necromancer) ...amongst 
others. 


AMBIENCE: The ambient I do isn’t inspired only by 
ambient, also classical or composers, folk etc. Some few 
sources of inspiration are Gyorgy Ligeti, Diamanda 
Galas, Lupercalia (ITA) Raison Détre, Mike Oldfield, 
Vordb (Moevot and other projects), Faith & Disease and 
some O.S.T’s like “The Elephant Man” and “The 
Shining”. 


NOISE: This is the genre I don’t listen too much, but I 
can tell that some harsh stuff like Nic Endo (solo project 
of Nic Endo from Atari Teenage Riot) is pretty inspiring 
and I see some similarities with the work I’ve done into 
the noise fields. 


BLACK NOISE: Abruptum and some Les Legions 
Noires projects...undoubtedly. Later appeared Emit 
and Stallagh which are good too... 


OTHER: I listen to lots of Punk and some Hardcore. 
Lately I’ve been listening to Rudimentary Peni, Poison 
Girls, Dirt, Omega Tribe...and also thrash like Allies, 
Détente and Dawn Crosby related stuff...I also like 
Heavy Metal. Anyway, I listen what I like and what I 
think has feeling. 


WRR-Thanks for agreeing to this interview...is there 
any sort of address that people can write for MV 


contact? Also please make a list of your follow demos 
and where the people reading will be able to obtain. 


MONS VENERIS-Thank you for your support. There is 
(and probably will never be) no contact for Mons 
Veneris. Soon there will be two demos out on Northern 
Sky Productions and a tape + a split tape out on 
Winterreich Productions, also a 7” EP will be out 
through Grievantee. 


HAIL & KILL! DEATH TO TRENDS! 


DISTORT-QLD ZINE 
DISTORT-SYDNEY ZINE 


DISTORT-MELBOURNE ZINE 
NEUESACHLICHKEIT-ISSUE 0 ZINE 

For years I didn’t really read books. As a teenager I read 
Stephen King to almost addictive levels, but beyond 
that I was happier skateboarding or playing my 
Commodore 64. As my interest in music took over, my 
need to read decreased to almost zero, occasionally | 
read something about a sick murderer, but beyond that 
I was a numbskull. Then I discovered fanzines, the 
following 15 or more years were filled with reading 
poorly written ideas and opinions on matters that 
concerned only a small pocket of the earth. I poured 
over the pages of these photocopied nightmares and 
genuinely identified with them, hence why you are 
holding this in your hands right now. Recently though, 
within the past 18 months at least, I discovered that 
there exists a whole new frontier out there that interests 
me, it is called life. It’s as if 1 opened my eyes and looked 
up, and right there in front of me I saw vast arrays of 
topics I realized I knew nothing about. Second hand 
bookstores became a treasure trove to hide in and I have 
amassed so many books on topics as wide as the Nazi 
Occult, Atlantis, Bermuda Triangle, Roswell, Cult 
leaders, serial killers (so basically the expected and 
accepted reading requirements for someone who has 
devoted his life to the fringes of the underground) that 
I found no time to read fanzines, and even worse, when 
I did read one I found the Xeroxed pages hard to 
stomach, boring and stale. I think this explains a lot 
about the direction I took for the last issue of the zine I 
did. The 2017 issue was entirely written on a typewriter, 
after reading properly written sentences and 
paragraphs by legitimate writers, I woke up to the stark 
understanding that I couldn’t compete. For years 
people were telling me they loved my zine or they liked 
my writing, and for a while there I believed it. But after 
reading Mishima or Burroughs or Kerouac I realized I 
had no right to write anything. Oddly enough though, 
I do actually enjoy writing and the result of that is this 
issue, for better or worse. 

So, that being said, DX and his Distort zine has been 
through a number of phases over its lengthy tenure as 
Australia’s only magazine, I have found varying 
degrees of interest in it depending on what levels of 
damage his personal relationships / living 
situation/ drug consumption has had on it. His output 
for 2017 is three relatively short zines based around the 
scenes found in QLD, Sydney and his local Melbourne. 


The strength of DX has always been his writing, he was 
studying philosophy when most of us were trying to 
memorize the lyrics to Mindsnare songs, so this is a guy 
who looks at music and the underground in different 
ways. Sometimes he got lost in there amongst it, other 
times he didn’t delve in enough, with these 3 issues he 
has found the perfect balance of editorial prowess, 
personality and ease. These zines read effortlessly, and 
when the featured artists are as obscure and varied as 
they are here, that is a crucial element. The ability to pull 
the reader in and keep them interested in something 
they have very little history with is an enviable trait, 
and reading Distort puts every other zine into 
perspective and shines a bright light on the reasons why 
hardly any others exist (I still wear my sunglasses at 
night). 

Neuesachlickeit Issue 0 was a very expensive zine to 
procure, and when it arrives in your mailbox you will 
see why (and no it has nothing to do with the black 
fisting glove.) This thing is massive and professionally 
produced, placing it into another level altogether. I am 
reluctant to call it a zine or a book, but, it falls closer to 
the world of zines, and with the appearance of the 
“Fight Your Own War” book last year (a book that 
looked a bit too juvenile and scrapbook-like for my taste 
to be honest) Neuesachlickeit is exactly what the 
powerelectronics/noise scene deserves to have 
document it. Exploring the fringe elements of 
underground noise from artists as button pushing as 
Sotos, Boyd Rice, Streicher (who offers up an interview 
that places him well and truly on the right side of the 
fence) XE and Scatmother amongst a wide variety of 
others, this tome to destructive aggression through 
artistic freedom, while sleekly produced is gut- 
churning and confrontational, reminding me a bit or the 
heyday of “Erotic Perversion” zine with more focus on 
the noise behind the anal gape, sploshing and golden 
showers. 

The written word is strong, and so it should be, what I 
have understood this year is that it needs to be treated 
with respect and if you are going to try and use it to 
convey your thoughts you need to do so in a way that 
you are at least attempting to serve some justice to it. 
Very few zines achieve this but Distort and 
Neuesachlichkeit add something to the landscape of the 
written documentation of the underground and are 
essential for doing so. 


ACID BATH VAMPIRE-RABID TIDE CS 
Suffocating and confronting techno from the demented 
mind of JW (GDH, Fallow Field etc). Nightmare 
inducing barrages fire unrelentingly, causing 
disorientation of your surroundings and leaves you 
questioning exactly what it is you are doing with 
yourself. At what point in time did chest caving techno 
music become a substitute for Gore Grind as the 
preferred method of distilling macabre themes into 
underground music? I can’t answer that exactly but I 
sure as hell prefer it. “Rabid Tide” is a pitch black late 
night drug binge fueled by hallucinations and 
dismembered limbs floating in stagnant pools. 


STARCAVE-DEMO I CS 

FROZEN GRAVES-S/T LP 

I get the distinct feeling that Kuunpalvelus (the label 
responsible for releasing these two opposing forces of 
BM) would be more than happy to be some sort of 
lowkey private label; pressing records for friends and 
close contacts and paying no attention to the throbbing 
masses who clog their inboxes with emails. I imagine it 
must pain these cavern dwelling hermits to create a 
thread on the dreaded NWN forum, but in these times, 
with money as hard to come by as it is and costs 
surrounding running a label skyrocketing, releasing 
music at the rate these highly prolific genius do comes 
at a price, so begrudgingly they allow the public to look 
beneath the curtain and see how truly inspired music is 
made. Starcave and Frozen Graves seemingly operate 
in the same sphere, both recordings were done at the 
legendary Elemental Cavern in Finland, and I am going 
to assume members are shared frivolously between the 
two (a cursory search of the Metal Archives would no 
doubt answer this question far more accurately, but 
where is the fun in that?) but that is where the 
similarities end. Starcave adopt an almost straight 
traditional approach to BM, sounding almost 
Darkthrone like at times with their thin, stabbing guitar 
attack, while Frozen Graves rise from the ether 
obscurely, hidden beneath layers of smoke and ritual 
burnings. This is what makes the Kuunpalvelus circle 
of bands so unique and immersive, their striking 
differences fused alongside their odd _ similarities. 
Following up their stellar “Seeding Will” tape, Frozen 
Graves’s style of BM while altogether fitting from the 
Finnish aficionados of the macabre and insane, is not an 
altogether common LP by any standards. Soaring 
guitars held up by enchanting keys and cavernous 
drums that operate as a regulator, the feel here is 
somewhat foreign. Delay laden vocals bark 
passionately about occult wisdom inspired from years 
of reading on ancient traditions and rituals. With 
artwork that steps free from the trite and accepted, 
Frozen Graves have created a masterful piece of sad, yet 
profoundly strong BM with occasional segments that 
sound like Saint Vitus covering Ulver. Starcave deliver 
instantly on their first offering, launching into 
proceedings instantly and wasting no time with mood 
building intros that lead the listener into areas by the 
hand, Starcave instead allow their blend of pure BM 
born from inspired minds who have cut their teeth on 
the most miniscule details of the genre for decades to 
set the tone of initial darkness. As time progresses 
however, a lightness emerges from this darkness, I 
wasn’t sure how I missed it the first time through, but 
on repeat listens a glistening and introspective layer of 
keys run underneath proceedings, as if the dawning of 
awareness happened upon this unsuspecting listener. 
There is a lesson being taught here, one should not take 
things at face value, there is always more even when 
you find less, and Starcave have produced a Demo of 
varying pace and intensity to force the listener to 
contemplate what it means to search beyond the 
accepted tales we have been led to believe. 


COUNTRY CLUB-SIEGE MENTALITY CS 

Rusty Kelley and his Breathing Problem Productions 
imprint’s rise from ruin in the recent years has been 
nothing short of amazing. For a while there, it was 
common for you to send off money for a record or two 
only to never receive it. It seems unfathomable now, but 
there was a point when forums talking about “ people to 
avoid” and smearing shit all over those who didn’t 
follow through on promises weren't as prevalent. It was 
a time of blossoming exuberance, the online 
underground was building itself up, people were 
learning how to operate as both consumers and 
participants and in the process people allowed their 
hopes and aspirations sometimes get the better of them. 
Maybe I am naive, but I prefer to think that no one 
purposely set out to intentionally rip people off, instead 
drugs, drugs and more drugs got in the way and 
motivation and priorities were the resulting 
consequences. Breathing Problem Productions was 
guilty of this, and Rusty openly admits to it, and that 
right there is why it has been born again, and 
successfully. Understanding that which made you fail 
and addressing it directly is an admirable trait. Rusty 
set about making it up to those that he wronged, and he 
did this because he understood that making music and 
participating in the underground were some of the most 
vital and important aspects of his existence, and to do 
this he had to be reliable, consistent and trustworthy. 
It's strange that a scene so indebted to degenerates and 
the drop outs relies so heavily on this notion of 
reliability and trustworthiness, most would accept that 
being ripped off is a by product of dabbling in sketchy 
terrain, but those who participate operate on a whole 
different level of rules and regulations. We send off 
money blindly across the world in the hope that what 
we want to hear will turn up in our mailbox, there are a 
lot of factors which can impact this, weather, mailmen, 
theft from your front door, poor packaging, technical 


malfunction- the list could go on. We accept all of this 
as a calculated risk, the one thing that must not occur is 
failure from the artist or label to provide that which was 
ordered, if it never gets sent and numerous people then 
start talking and a picture gets painted of unreliability, 
then you are fucked. Once your name gets tainted it is a 
difficult road to recovery, and one very few have 
travelled successfully. Rusty Kelley's music through 
Total Abuse, Breathing Problem, Country Club as well 
as his multiple other projects are some of the strongest, 
most consistently damaged and degenerate output 
around. This being the case I, along with countless 
others, welcomed him back into our lives with open 
arms and absolutely no judgment or prejudice. Rusty 
set about dealing with his demons and embarked on 
numerous interviews and sent out personal emails 
where he addressed his failures as well as laying out 
how it has changed, through this, and by simply 
reaching out to those who he had let down in the past, 
he opened the channels to communication up and was 
able to push forward and pursue that which he is 
fucking exceptional at. This took guts, determination 
and extreme humility, owing up to your inadequacies 
and placing yourself into the public arena would have 
been a stressful and difficult experience, but listening to 
the torment and disgust that fuels his work you know 
exactly why he needed to do it. Since its re-arrival 
Breathing Problem Productions has entered a stage of 
reinvention and rebirth. Its vision has cemented itself 
and each successive update is stronger than the last, 
consistently pushing the boundaries of a genre that 
seems already at its furthest parameters. “Siege 
Mentality” was released by the legendary Hospital 
Productions and judging by Rusty and co’s influences 
and inspirations this would be a huge accomplishment 
and one they must be proud of. Country Club’s brand 
of PE is a traditional take on the classic sound and feel, 
samples spliced methodically into debilitating walls of 
pulsating noise and harsh and varied vocals berating 
the listener. Everything is strategically focused on a 
theme of the overruling hand crushing the small and 
seemingly insignificant. Country Club is about the 
injustice society faces, it warns you to not trust those 
that you have been led to believe in, and to generally 
question that which you have been told, no matter how 
believable it seems at the time. There is an occasional 
crack-pot conspiracy element at play here which feels as 
all-American as the colours Red, White and Blue, and I 
like that for the same reason I read about the Loch Ness 
Monster or Alien Abductions, enough exposure to such 
themes makes you question your own place in life and 
what you genuinely stand for, and in an age of blind 
acceptance and empty platitudes this is more than 
anyone should ask from any work of art or piece of 
music and one that I find both confronting and 
pleasantly welcome. Country Club are precisely what 
PE should be. This is the formula, it isn’t the blueprint, 
I will leave that up to the listener to decide which classic 
may claim that role, but this is expertly executed PE 
with a strong sense of its own personality and drive. 
“Siege Mentality” stands proud amongst the fallen. 


OBSKURITATEM-U KRALJEVSTVU MRTVIH CD 
Obskuritatem have lurked in the underground long 


before the greedy hordes caught on. Demo tapes and 
shared splits with the mighty Phantom Feel and Broken 
Spirit have placed this project firmly in the crude and 
disgusting BM aura of shared ideas and camaraderie. 
Any alliance with the now legendary Goatowarex is 
guaranteed to create interest, and their “Vampirska 
Kakofonija” LP surely achieved that. “U Kraljevstvu 
Mrtvih” has travelled back to the dedicated and 
consistently solid Black Gangrene label from Portugal, 
and it really does feel at home sitting amongst the piles 
and piles of filth which that label is known for. Instantly 
I was struck by the decrepit stench that emitted from 
these 6 tracks, dense layers of caustic and suffocating 
Raw BM that exhibits an understanding of form and 
structure to near expert level. Obskuritatem truly 
embodies his work, every single piece of this bleeds 
rotten BM, from the heinous vocal delivery that is as 
deranged as it is possessed, to the simple yet effective 
guitar work that escorts the listener directly into the pits 
of depression. I don’t remember the Demo’s or the splits 
being nearly as effective as this here release, there was 
always something unrefined and unrealised present on 
those early tapes, it feels as if Obskuritatem has come 
into its own form now, it has taken on the omen that 
overshadowed it head on and in doing so created a 
modern day masterpiece of BM indebted to the French 
Masters along with what has now become known as the 
Bosnian sound. 


UAL n spirit of ce truth 
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WOJTEK-OUR JUDGEMENT CS 
Longtime D&O comrade returns with his most focused, 


powerful and degenerate work to date. Wojtek invokes 
scenes of genocide, betrayal, intolerance and triumph in 
a disgusting cacophony of unnerving noise and filth. 
Tracing bloodlines back generations to unveil a proud 
heritage, Wojtek draws its inspiration from the Polish 
perspective, awakening years of dormant emotions that 
once lay underneath the stern jackboot of American 
consumerism. Rejecting what he found himself heading 
towards, Wojtek is regression alongside punishing 
progression. This is the realization and understanding 
of why certain situations didn’t feel right and particular 
sloganeering felt empty. Wojtek is the dawning of anew 
era, one where only the dedicated and true survive 
while the weak-willed flounder pathetically as they 
attempt to suck nourishment from those stronger than 
them. I never cared for HNW, I wouldn’t even know it 
if it came right up and hit me in the face really, but 


Poca ike . 


——— 


Wojtek’s approach is pure claustrophobia inducing 
awareness. Occasionally, vocals penetrate the parade, 
barking proudly in defiance of all that is now second 
nature to the unthinking and uncaring masses. Wojtek 
is activism and elite segregation. Wojtek is not for those 
who want a world where everyone gets along. This is 
for the extremists and those who have tasted 
conformity only to spit it out in disgust. 


VENTOS-A NOITE CAI LENTAMENTE CS 

Ventos have always had the uncanny ability to blend 
together equal parts beauty with stripped back anger to 
create some of the more honest and utterly captivating 
BM in existence. Their tapes have this overlying feeling 
of utter despair, the way in which the guitars wind 
through emotional black holes while the vocals spit out 
caustic bile with a somewhat unconventional style, all 
as a frantic drum beat sets the pace that everything 


struggles to keep up with is stunning and somewhat 
eschews what raw BM has become about. This isn’t raw 
for the sake of being raw, it is raw because it is honest, 
it isn’t difficult to understand what is happening here if 
you are in tune with a similar feeling of hopelessness 
than Ventos are. I get the same feeling from Lifelover, 
but with those nu-metal perverts it feels very dramatic 
and focused on a certain pocket of disenfranchised 
loners. Ventos creates music for those who are 
uninterested in typecast trappings imposed by society, 
their anguish isn’t manufactured, it bleeds into every 
note and every pained chord. This isn’t melancholic 
masturbation, this is pure sadness. 


WOLFNACHT-YPERVOREIA CD 

There is a ridiculousness to Wolfnacht’s brand of 
NSBM. The debut LP “Night of the Werewolf” had an 
incompetent charm to it and the classic “Toten Fur 
W.O.T.A.N” is ina class all its own with it’s over the top 
dedication to National Socialism and racism. I haven’t 
actively followed Wolfnacht's career, figuring “Toten 
Fur W.O.T.A.N” to be the pinnacle for this comrade of 
the Golden Dawn, and rightly so, but seeing that 
“Ypervoreia” was available from a distro that I was 
ordering questionable Blazebirth Hall re-issues from, I 
couldn’t resist. To me, NSBM in 2017 is an oxymoron, it 
makes no sense. Every now and then a pocket of BM 
fanatics peeks their head out briefly to explore the very 
fringes of what exists in its darkest corners before 
disappearing, quicker than they came, in a sea of denial 
and back peddling. This flirtation with NSBM has 
irreversibly damaged its reputation, what once felt like 
a proud and traditional element of BM has now become 
a caricature of itself. Projects born in homage of the 
sound, paying lip service to the ideology and aesthetic 
only to disappear once the heat became too much make 
up the clear majority of NSBM and it is this that most 
associate NSBM with, not pride, not heritage and 
certainly not good quality BM. People think NSBM is a 
joke. Wolfnacht have always been one of the more 
outspoken identities within the genre, where most of 
the originators have either died, gone into hiding, seen 
the light or ended up in jail, Athawolf has remained 
steadfast to his approach and crafted his blend of BM in 
the only way he knows how. There is an undisputable 
power that exists in great NSBM. I am not here to argue 
the validity of that power or how misguided it may be, 
all I am interested in is the fact that it exists. BM usually 
occupies a depressed mind state, it is the kind of music 
to sink deeper into misery to, NSBM has the opposite 
effect. It is designed to force change, awaken the racial 
identity and educate the listener. This interest me, as it 
seems in stark contrast to music as mere entertainment. 
You could argue that NSBM is preaching only to the 
converted, as only those open to this way of thinking 
will be sucked in to its web of deceit, but I disagree. To 
me, NSBM is intriguing in the same way a book on sex 
killers is, it forces the listener to question certain 
elements that may lay dormant in them and ask 
themselves- do I agree or disagree with this? Can I 
empathize with the white man’s plight or is it all a lot of 


trumped up catch phrases set to music? When you 
listen to something like Wolfnacht, you are constantly 
questioning why and how it exists, and to me that is a 
strange phenomenon. When I see a photo of a BM band 
deep in the forest adorned in full corpse paint, throwing 
the teacups and shouting blasphemy to the stars, I think 
about how they got there, I think about the 
conversations they had in the car driving there, were 
they laughing while putting on their face paint in the 
car’s rear view mirror? Did any of them trip over a rock 
or slip over on their way to the perfect spot? There is a 
ridiculousness present in BM that cannot and should 
not be overlooked. I don’t think this ridiculousness 
lessens its impact any, | just think ignoring it and 
pretending it doesn’t exist is delusional, the same 
applies to NSBM, this is music that captures the passion 
of a highly politicalized maniac who may, or may not, 
suffer from some sort of medical imbalance, and fuck 
me if that isn’t magnificently amazing to listen to. 

“Ypervoreia” is not Wolfnacht’s best work, not even 
close, but there is something genuinely nihilistic about 
releasing an album as blatantly NSBM as this in 2017. 
When faced with a political climate that gets worse 
every day and surrounded by such uncertainty on a 
global scale it feels like a legitimately brave, if not 
terribly misguided, move by both Wolfnacht and their 
label, IG Faben Produktions, to invest any time and 
money into this. “Ypervoreia” is a concept album that 
sounds like the soundtrack to the conspiracy theory 
riddled books on the Nazi Occult and Atlantis I have 
been reading, and I am sure scholars far more advanced 
than I can identify with these themes, but to me it feels 
like pure science fiction spawned from a man who has 
spent too much time confined to a small group of even 
smaller minded individuals. And if that isn’t the most 
accurate description of Black Metal right now, then I 
don’t know what is. 


WONDERLAND CLUB/SCATMOTHER-SPLIT CS 
WONDERLAND CLUB- LIVE STREAM CS 


He found himself back there, standing in front of that 
dilapidated open door. He walked past this broken- 
down house twice a day, once on the way to work, once 
on the way to his parked car. The two-story house was 
sandwiched between a local painting business and 
another two-story house that had been turned into 
offices that were always up for rent. Initially, nothing 
stood out about this place, there was always a busted 
microwave or garbage bag overflowing with scrappy 
clothes that spilled onto the pavement sitting out the 
front, even when it wasn’t garbage collection day. It 
needed a good paint job, which seemed ironic 
considering it was situated right next to a painter's 
business, but besides that it could have been a rental 
house filled with university students like so many 
others in the street. He started noticing these two 
degenerates hanging around the area, a man and a 
woman, although calling them that seems far too 
generous. The woman was short, fat, fucking 
horrifically ugly and walked with a limp, the guy was 
equally as disgusting, obviously didn’t own a razor or 
a toothbrush, sported a dirty bum bag and was always 


on his phone. He couldn't tell if they were romantically 
linked or brother and sister, there seemed to be a 
biological gene link between them, they had facial 
similarities, but with people this fucking putrid that 
didn’t necessarily help rule out either factor of their 
relationship. One night when walking back to his car he 
saw the ugly fucking troll of a woman peeking out of 
the houses window from behind the curtains on the top 
floor. It made a strange sort of sense that these 
scumbags would live there. He also noticed the front 
door of the house was wide open, this was odd because 
it was the dead of winter, a time of the year when it was 
already pitch black at 6pm, and bitterly cold. A solitary 
lightbulb illuminated the entry room, as if beckoning to 
those passing by to enter this den of iniquity. For weeks, 
maybe months the ritual was the same, he walked the 
same way back to his car after a long, boring day of 
work and curiously peered into the house, hoping to 
catch a glimpse of what was happening in there. By now 
he had worked out what it was, the men swiftly 
entering or leaving the dank hellhole, eyes fixated on 
the ground with their hands shoved deeply into their 
pockets had given him a clue. It wasn’t until one night 
after a later than usual finish due to stocktake that he 
confirmed it in his mind, a scraggly looking girl 
erratically slammed the front door, the light inside had 
been turned off, she deposited a key into a metal box 
that he had never noticed before which was attached to 
the wall next to the door. She swung her fake leather 
handbag with pieces of plastic peeling off it over her 
shoulder and looked at him briefly before sweeping a 
stray piece of bleached blonde hair out of her eye and 
jumping into a beat-up Holden Commodore where she 
proceeded to drive off as if she never wanted to return. 
From that point on he knew it was a brothel, and tales 
of its operation started to come up in general 
conversation, from the girl he worked with who 
unknowingly applied for a job as a massage therapist 
there only to find out, before starting mind you, what 
the expectations were, to the acquaintance who 
drunkenly attended the premises one night who could 
hear the girls in the adjacent room arguing over who 
would go out there and service him. This place became 
a beacon to him, he thought about it all day, he 
wondered if there would be someone out the front 
sitting in their car, waiting for a small Asian girl to 
teeter precariously in her high heels across the footpath 
and into the idling car, or would he see a younger guy 
adjusting his crotch area through his pants as he exited. 
He started to make up stories about the people he saw 
in and around the house, what their hang ups were, 
who was waiting at home for them, what they did for a 
job, how much they earnt, and what those two ugly 
fucking brother /sister /husband/wife combo had to do 
with it all. There was an aura of dirtiness about the place 
and the more he walked past the more he wanted to 
stop, stop and step into that ever-beckoning open door. 
Years past, activity around the area had dwindled, he 
hadn't seen the beat-up Holden Commodore parked 
out front for months and the door was closed more 
often then it was open now. Maybe the authorities had 


pounced, maybe a more suitable house had been found, 
he didn’t know the answer, but he did know he was 
bitterly disappointed and his days became far less 
interesting. This night was no different than any other 
it seemed, he rounded the corner like hundreds of times 
before, dragging his feet after 10 hours of drudgery, he 
was about to cross the road and take the shortcut to his 
car, now that there was nothing to look at anymore he 
had stared taking a slightly different route home, when 
he saw a weak light radiating from an open door out of 
the corner of his eye, the open door! He didn’t stop 
walking, that would have been far too obvious but he 
stepped back off the road and onto the footpath so he 
could walk directly past the house, he slowed his pace 
down so he could get a good look and proceeded past 
on this freezing cold night. He walked at least ten 
houses past the door before stopping in his tracks. This 
was his chance, he hadn’t seen the door open for 
months it felt like, but here it was, open and waiting, it 
was as if fate had fallen upon him. Quickly he discarded 
the lunch bag that he carried on every trip, throwing it 
into the front yard of a small brick house, it landed in a 
thick bush, he may be able to retrieve it later if required 
he thought. Slowly, but with purpose he walked back 
the way he had come, he could feel the tension rise 
within him, every muscle seemed to tighten and flex, it 
was as if he would stiffen up and stop dead in his tracks 
at any moment, unable to move another limb, but he 
pushed on, surveying the parked cars and surrounding 
houses for any peering eyes or nosy busy bodies. He 
stepped up on to the crumbling concrete entry, stopped 
briefly to push the door open a bit more and stepped 
into the house... finally. It was every bit as broken 
down as he had imagined it to be, a stair case was 
situated on the left-hand side which had a rusty chain 
draped across it to prohibit people entering, it wouldn't 
stop anyone really, but you knew you shouldn't try 
anyway. The walls were a streaky kind of yellow, they 
may have been white once upon a time, there were 
black marks all over them, and small dents and 
scratches wherever you looked, the filthy cream 
coloured carpet was worn down and curling up in 
places and the whole place smelt like washed out 
celebrity fragrances. He could hear people further up 
the hall, or maybe he could sense them, sheepishly he 
ventured towards the end rooms feeling a tingling 
sensation begin to wash over his entire body until it 
became almost numb. The hall was dark, the lightbulb 
in the entry didn’t penetrate this far down, but there 
was a light in a room off to the side at the end of it, he 
slowly pushed open the door where he saw the troll like 
woman sitting on a plastic chair smoking while looking 
blankly at her phone, it took her a few seconds before 
she noticed him standing there and quickly, well as 
quickly as this disgusting hobbit could, she got up and 
limped a few steps towards him. She didn’t say 
anything, just looked at him knowingly, raising her 
eyebrows as if asking a question, “is the skinny girl with 
the bleached blonde hair here tonight?” he asked. The 
troll shook her head almost disappointingly, “Well 
then, who is?” he said. 
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VAABNET-DEMO I CS 

BLOT & BOD-LIGAEDER CS 

The idea of a “local” or “rural” sound has always 
interested me. When I first started to discover music, 
beyond what my parents shoved down my throat, I was 
drawn to the 90’s grunge era and how the bands felt 
very similar in approach and intent. This regional 
interest has trickled down across all my interests 
musically. When I started delving into raw BM it was 
the Portuguese scene that initially captivated me. The 
idea that only a few individuals end up being 
responsible for such an array of output is as inspiring as 
it is daunting. It may have taken mea while, but I finally 
cottoned-on to the Flying Nun sound via a compilation 
CD I found at an op-shop from the New Zealand 
introverts. It is quite stunning to see how a small pocket 
of people from a certain area can encapsulate a sound 
so perfectly. In turn, you start to associate what you 
know about the geographical area with your musical 
exposure and it becomes its soundtrack. Olympia, WA 
will forever have the feel of a lazy, portside town that 
wanders lackadaisically to the sound of twangy 
sounding guitar-based music fronted by someone who 
sounds oddly close to J Mascis. What then happens is 
people the world over latch on to the sound and 
emulate it and along the way the meaning gets lost, 
turning a regional sound into a genre all its own. 
Copenhagen, in recent times has been thrown into the 
underground spotlight, Posh Isolation may have been 
the chief instigator, but many smaller labels also 
operated in the essence of this European sound. To the 
outsider it felt like a hub of activity for the underground 


noise, punk and synth genres. Like everything, interest 
fades both from those involved actively and passively, 
and Copenhagen’s vision cemented into something I no 
longer felt attached to, until now that is. JW’s Fallow 
Field imprint has once again tirelessly worked behind 
the scenes, finding only those artists dedicated to 
pushing their chosen sounds to its capacity. Recently 
Fallow Field showcased several bands from 
Copenhagen’s Korpsand crew. What initially interested 
me the most about Posh Isolation was their occasional 
exploits into stomping BM. Garrotte, Sexdrome and the 
Gra Fraktion compilation are prime examples of this. 
Here we are introduced to a new group of Danes who 
have captured the sound that is synonymous with 
Copenhagen and Black Metal, reinvigorating it once 
again. 

Vaabnet's first Demo is three tracks of loose, wild and 
ravaging punk-based BM. I felt confused when I first 
heard Iceage, I thought they sounded like a BM band 
playing catchy punk. Vaabnet have a similar feel here, 
except it sounds like a punk band playing BM. This is 
addictively catchy, there is an energy here that can only 
stem from the enthusiasm of youth and discovery. The 
unabashed approach to songwriting that seemingly 
throws any traditional elements of genre restrictions 
aside in place of creating what is now becoming a sound 
all its own. Once, listening to punk was a guilty 
pleasure for the Black Metal elite, and listening to Black 
Metal was done in hiding by punks. Stomping punk 
fueled BM has now become a full-fledged sound all its 
own. Unconcerned with labelling and restrictions, what 
we are seeing here is the cementing of a unique sound, 


sure IIdjarn and Bone Awl birthed it, but it feels like the 
intent behind it now is informed by a completely 
different outlook altogether, neither BM or punk. This 
is the dawn of a new era we are experiencing and bands 
such as Vaabnet capture the essence of vitality that is 
instrumental in its growth. 

Blot & Bod occupy a sound that is more indebted to 
tradition and the dusty corners of the archaic. Lurching, 
oppressive heaviness weighs upon the listener here on 
their second tape. At times the vein is opened, and a 
frantic rush of blood flows forth before being sutured 
just enough for the pulse to be brought back to a steady 
rate. Blot & Bod occupy that now unfamiliar area 
between Death Metal and Black Metal. An area that the 
90’s underground is very familiar with, a time when 
there was no need to concern oneself with the rigid 
labels and genre restrictions that would later be 
enforced by the listeners as they required easy 
categorization, putting an end -to exploration and 
breeding homogeneity. Much like Vaabnet, Blot & Bod 
feel uninhibited, instead of trying to fit an already 
established mold they prefer to explore the outskirts, 
taking what they need from wherever they may find it 
along the way. 


D&O- I asked Jesper Hviid about the activities in and 
around Copenhagen right now and this is his 
response. 


“Korpsand - the name chosen by a small group of 
Danes. 15 persons. 11 bands. A compilation of 24 tracks 
will be released in early 2018. Every track has been 
written, recorded, mixed and mastered for this 
compilation only. Everything from the idea, to the 
music and even the visual aspects of this compilation 
has been made in one room only - a rehearsal 
space/studio at the legendary venue Mayhem, 
Copenhagen, Denmark. Every band on the compilation 
is active and in the process of making future releases. 
This is a warning of a rising wave. This wave will 
roar...” 


TOTAL CONTROL-LAUGHING AT THE SYSTEM 
12% 


TOTAL CONTROL-LIVE/BRISBANE HOTEL 3/12/17 


The first time I saw Total Control I was slightly 
disappointed. It was of no fault of their own really, they 
were playing a showcase which was patronized by a 
whole mob of art snobs/non-locals alongside lots of 
other, mainly ill fitted bands. They were put on a large 
stage in an auditorium and they got lost amongst its 
cold and empty starkness. Having to crane your neck to 
see them perform and focusing on the huge empty 
space that separated the members left the set missing 
that special something that makes Total Control who 
and what they are. I managed to get a copy of their live 
tape that was recorded in their hometown in May 2017 
and listening to that, with its far more intimate set, 
reaffirmed to me that Total Control are not a big band, 
and they don’t belong on a big stage. The second time I 
saw Total Control was on a miserable December night, 
it had poured with rain all day, which was very 


unseasonal for that time of the year and I was hoping 
that the image I had of what they should be like live was 
going to come true. The Brisbane Hotel is the kind of 
venue that I wanted to see Total Control play in all 
along, it’s the kind of place where the floor is so sticky 
that your shoes literally get stuck there and if they are 
loose enough, you leave them behind. It is small, has a 
low roof and a low stage, the patrons are friendly and 
loose, and the lack of pretension is inviting to all who 
step inside its dilapidated doors. With two local 
openers alongside fellow Melbourne band Terry also 
playing, I stayed at home and watched Seinfeld until 
the very last minute. Total Control crammed 
themselves on to the tiny stage and from the very first 
moment- they owned it. I think something has changed 
in the minds of this band since their last full length came 
out and releasing a 12” on a smaller and more obscure 
label (as they have just done) offers further proof to that 
fact. It feels as if Total Control are doing what they want 
again. Its as if somewhere along the way it got lost 
slightly, not intentionally, but the essence of the project 
got muddled up. There is a sense of fun here, a feeling 
of camaraderie, and the ability to explore and 
experiment has returned. Tonight's set was loosely 
structured and seemed as if it could veer off in any 
direction whenever the members felt like it, instruments 
were changed and swapped around, people crawled up 
out of the crowd and picked up instruments and joined 
in, intentionally I might add, it wasn’t as if some 
random person just thought “I could add a nice bit of 
saxophone there”. The egos were diminished amongst 
a slew of old and new songs, all played as fervently as 
the last, and we were all witnessing pure, unbridled 
talent. This was Total Control at their effortless best, 
they were comfortable and extremely confident in their 
performance and it showed. 

Total Control have never been an instantaneous band, 
sure they have songs that jump out and grab you 
straight away on each record, but it is those tracks that 
don’t which tend to be the true masterpieces over time. 
The slow burners, the creepers, the growers. Releasing 
an 8 song 12” decreases the scope for both bangers and 
growers alike, repeating the first track at the end of the 
record further shrinks such potential, but, Total Control 
have once again achieved what, on paper, seemed 
unachievable. “Vanity” is the first true banger here (and 
the last banger of 2017 to that end) and hearing it come 
bursting out throws you straight back into the live arena 
as you vividly remember their staunchly ignorant 
performance of this total fucking stomper. DX’s rolling 
of his R’s after an earlier inebriated call for “Guitar” as 
an incompetent lead from Mikey limps in is equal parts 
ingenious and idiotic, and that right there typifies 
“Laughing at the System”. As if the title doesn’t spell it 
out already, there is a humor present that most 
musicians steer clear of. The usually overbearing angst 
and brooding introspection is replaced with an 
innocence that leaves the listener as if they are almost in 
on the joke, its as if you are friends with these guys and 
this was your invitation to one of their practice sessions. 
“Laughing at the System” is a varied ride through 


various stages and personalities, it reflects the many 
faces that make up the band and offers each one their 
own chance to explore sounds and feelings in such a 
way that almost disregards the audience, initially. This 
sounds like a record that Total Control had to make 
regardless of commercial value or the ramifications of 
success, and for that I feel privileged to be able to hear 
it. Many records like this never see the light of day, they 
end up being deemed self-indulgent or bloated. 
Keeping with the 12” format offers just enough room 
for blatant experimentation and pure, unadulterated 
bliss, Total Control may have stumbled upon their 
perfect format right here, this truly is the future créme. 


ma 
TOTAL CONTROL 


CIRRHUS-IDENTICAL HALLWAYS CS 

Cirrhus are one of those unique entities. Their ability 
and vision are almost in contrast to what BM is 
nowadays, yet their approach seems very much in line 
with the traditional aspects of BM. They are a quandary. 
With influences that run far deeper than the cursory 
who’s who of BM, Cirrhus take personal introspection 
and outward exploration as the masthead of creation 
and in doing so have crafted a compelling body of 
work, littered with rehearsals, demos, splits, ep’s and 
full lengths, each one different to the next (even when 
featuring the same songs in differing stages of 
formation). The title of this tape, “Identical Hallways”, 
instantly grabs the listener, with its avantgarde 
phrasing offering the mind the opportunity to explore 
what may in fact be the meaning behind it, coming up 


with nothing concrete you are left to wonder as Cirrhus 
take you on a tortured, winding journey through the 
outer rim of ones’ consciousness. That all may sound 
extreme, or over the top, but Cirrhus are here to ensure 
none of it feels foreign. Upon first exposure this 
rehearsal tape is raw, unhinged and allowed to rot in 
the sun. With none of the rough edges filed down, what 
you are presented with is emotion and clarity in its 
purest form. Bizarre Culprit’s vocals are unpolished 
and demented, sounding as if he hasn’t used his voice 
to this level of extremity for a few months, every pained 
crack and scream of failure is laid bare and on proud 
display. CW’s trademark guitar sound (or perhaps it is 
Kinvig), which reminds me of stars and ice, in that it is 
light and crisp yet prone to melt or fade away, bore their 
way into your consciousness, eating at your inner mind, 
worming their way into your dreams so that you find 
yourself walking to work the next day, humming these 
melodies, but wrongly assigning them to other less 
miserable outfits. That has always been the charm of 
Cirrhus, they make downright miserable sounding BM 
sound so stunning, so listenable, so infectious. They 
inject a tempo into their music that defies depression, it . 
uplifts the listener, yet underneath it all a malice lurks 
ever present. This is the sound of living, it is sadness 
cloaked in such a way that people can carry on, safe in 
the knowledge that those evils which will eventually 
catch up to us all, can be kept at bay for another day if 
only the madness can continue. As long as you just 
don’t think about it too much. 


MALPHAS-LES NOUVELLES CHANSONS CS 

The proud Canadian sons return triumphantly with 
another selection of rousing renditions sure to excite the 
fires of heritage deep within. Malphas have become 
known for their intro’s, and the dusty, dungeon synth 
opener that soars over the highest peaks, as if carried on 
a cold wind, that is found here further solidifies this. 
There has always been something charmingly clumsy 
about the way the two sounds of Malphas juxtapose 
themselves on tape. I find their approach to BM quite 
endearing, especially when placed up against most 
modern acts attempting a similar direction, and hearing 
the enchanting intro fall over drunkenly before being 
pummeled into submission by the numbskull Oi meets 
BM stomp states the bands intent clearly. It is that 
meeting point between violence and introspection, the 
vison of the proud and the execution of such a vision by 
their impulsive foot soldiers. Malphas have introduced 
even more aggressive clean singing this time round, 
giving proceedings a decidedly more street rock/RAC 
feel, such confidence in one’s ability is always an 
enviable trait, no matter how much that confidence may 
seem misguided. What sometimes sounds quite odd 
and ill-fitting initially will always win out if it is 
delivered with passion and conviction, and the way in 
which Malphas harness that single minded power and 
strength into select tracks while still never straying too 
far off target is no small feat, and one that has proven 
them to be one of the most exciting and innovative acts 
going right now. 


PLEASURE ISLAND-SEPTEMBER IDENTITY LP 

Slow moving creep electronics. Pleasure Island have 
had an illustrious career filled with various entries into 
the cannon of PE/noise. Each successive release has 
remained somewhat consistent across its lifespan, there 
is clearly a formula present and he is constantly 
working towards perfecting it. So, it makes perfect 
sense then that “September Identity” would be his first 
full length pressed on to vinyl, rightfully placing it as 
the peak of his vision so far. I have reached a point 
where it is releases like these which I gravitate towards. 
I will always feel a close affinity with Demo’s and short 
run tapes, there is something intimate and explorative 
about them, they offer insights and unveil ideas which 
are instrumental to the development of the project, but 
ultimately it is the full length that I pull out and listen 
to the most, and it is the full length which decides if a 
project is essential or not. The ability to execute a full 
collection of songs adequately is an oddly rare trait. 
Many projects fall short when it comes to the big dance, 
perhaps their ambitions get the better of them, perhaps 
they only had one or two good ideas buried away in 
their creative minds to begin with. It isn’t always clear 
why a Demo or EP succeeds where the Full-Length 
flounders, but this phenomenon is somewhat legendary 
in the underground. Pleasure Island keep things 
rudimentarily simple here, there is no flash, no spit and 
shine, what you hear is PE of the lowest common 
denominator, and I mean that with the highest degree 
of respect. “September Identity” consumes the listener, 
not with sheer barbarity or sonic intensity, but more 


with an ever-impending doom. The way in which each 
song introduces itself is glacial and strangely calming, 
the hum and drone develops before you without any 
fanfare or trickery. It feels like beaten down depression 
brought about from understanding the world we live in 
perhaps a bit too accurately. In some ways Pleasure 
Island are far more fitting of the term “Doom 
Electronics” than its originator, Prurient, is. The world 
seems doomed, and Pleasure Island acknowledge this 
through obtuse, yet strikingly direct tirades delivered 
with varying degrees of intensity. Often, I find the 
cleaner and more direct vocal delivery to be the more 
effective approach here, being berated in such a 
deliberately effective manner yet still not being able to 
fully comprehend what you are being subjected to is 
strangely accurate to real life. Pleasure Island offers up 
insights garnered from exposure to heinous atrocities 
and the conspiracies that mask them from public view. 
It is all subterfuge, and Pleasure Island know this, no 
matter how intently you stare at something and no 
matter how much you think you understand it, the 
truth is you will never fully appreciate the meaning of 
it. Even if you do come to some eventual epiphany and 
everything lines up and clicks into place, what you will 
be left with is fragments of understanding informed by 
years and years of untruths and deliberately forgotten 
reality. Your mind does not want you to understand, 
because if you did it couldn't cope with the 
overwhelming depravity of it all. Pleasure Island 
understand this all too well. 


INTERVIEW WITH PLEASURE ISLAND 


D&O- For some odd reason I feel like “September 
Identity” is a perfect example of “true crime 
electronics” yet I don’t know exactly why. Can you tell 
us about the overall theme of “September Identity”? 
It feels like a concept record, but then again, all 
essential noise/PE records are in some way or another. 


PLEASURE ISLAND- The record was inspired (in a 
roundabout way) by Alan Moore and Eddie Campbell's 
graphic novel, From Hell. In it, they describe the Jack 
the Ripper murders of 1888 as a kind of occult ritual 
giving birth to the 20th century. Similarly, I felt a lot of 
the events of 1996 were the birth of our current century, 
and though time may prove me wrong | don’t think it 
is too much of stretch. That is a bit of an 
oversimplification, but the listener can draw their own 
conclusions. 


There are a lot of things, crimes included, but overall it 
is meant to be more occult than criminal. 


D&O-How did you come to decide that “September 
Identity” could be pressed on the penultimate format? 
It is a big statement, how did the work that went into 
this batch of songs differ from say, the “Special 
Forces” album? 


PLEASURE ISLAND- The concept for the release was 
in my head when Alex York of Torn Light asked me to 


do an LP, so I had no choice but to run with it. I owe a 
debt of gratitude to Alex for being so supportive and for 
not trying to sway the sound or concept in one way or 
another. 


September Identity was mostly improvised, each track 
recorded in one take with vocals overdubbed 
afterwards. I tend to work intuitively, and the less I 
think and the less I plan, the less that I will eventually 
dislike what I produce. That is not meant as a comment 
on Special Forces or any other Pleasure Island release, 
just a statement of fact. 


D&O-Lastly, Pleasure Island as a project feels 
quintessentially “American”. How has the current 
political and social climate informed and influenced 
the project? Have you found it to be a fruitful or 
challenging time for productivity and creativity given 
all that is going on? 


PLEASURE ISLAND- Pleasure Island was always 
meant to be a specifically American power electronics 
project. Even when I went off on various tangents, 
writing about the wars in the former Yugoslavia or 
whatever, it was always to tie in to something 
American, something personal. 


I don’t think it is just America where everyone feels 
required to not only have an opinion on everything, but 
to share it publicly as well. It is unfortunate and quite 
obnoxious, but it luckily has had little bearing on my 
creative output. 


UNFELLED-BENEATH DISTANT SKIES CS 
REMETE-FORGOTTEN AURA CS 
Cold Ways is a new Australian based label created by D 
(from Woods of Desolation) With the first three releases 
being an unearthed Woods of Desolation Demo from 
2007 alongside these two exceptional new Black Metal 
tapes by Unfelled and Remete, both born from D’s 
ingenious mind and showcasing his now trademark 
approach. I have always found D’s vision of Black 
Metal to be inspiring, this is someone who has taken it 
upon himself to step outside the traditional aspects of 
BM by incorporating sounds and styles that, on paper, 
might seem jarring and out of place. This is something 
that is very difficult to describe accurately, his music is 
the culmination of years of understanding of the art of 
both Black Metal and himself. Black Metal at its core is 
pure misery, it is a deep exploration of the soul and 
sometimes, along the way you may feel conflicted, you 
may feel hopeful even, but ultimately when you search 
for something, rarely do you ever find it. For me that is 
what D’s music represents. His work in Woods of 
Desolation is unparalleled in its melancholy, it is the 
kind of music that when you listen to it, you wonder 
why you would bother listening to anything else, ever. 
Remete’s “Forgotten Aura” tape is an instrumental 
exploration of layered simplicity. There is a strange 
beauty on display here, the way in which it entrances 
the listener and whisks them away into its world is 
quite intoxicating. The lack of vocals here only adds to 


the focus, allowing you to simply be at one with the 
melancholy as it washes over you. Comprised of two 
tracks (Forgotten Aura I and II) that sweep you into its 
embrace, finding yourself lost in the passages of time 
until quite suddenly it is over, and all too soon. I could 
have listened to another half an hour of this 
comfortably, and rarely is that the case with 
instrumental BM. Remete leaves you unsure of your 
surroundings and pushes you deep within your own 
contemplative mind exploring aspects of existence 
inside your own internal monologue. 

Unfelled’s debut “Beneath Distant Skies” is a more 
traditional take on modern BM. Perhaps even more so 
than D’s main project Woods of Desolation. There is a 
full sound to this recording despite the entire Demo 
being recorded as a solo project. When I say traditional, 
don’t be confused, this is not some by-the-numbers 
carbon copy BM project. There are layers here that peel 
away with each listen and atmospheres that present 
themselves as time passes. D’s trademark winding, 
intricate and stunning guitar work is paced perfectly 
here, finding the balance between near pummeling 
levels of cacophonous suffocation and moments of 
sheer enlightenment. The vocal delivery is cavernous 
and menacing, adding a malevolent aspect to Unfelled’s 
overall epic journey. This feels like a long-lost recording 
from the early 2000’s when Australian BM was at it’s 
peak, you wouldn’t be surprised to see a Winterreich 
logo on the back of this glossy fold out pro printed 
cover. There is a forgotten charm to this tape (and all of 
Cold Way’s first batch for that matter) that harkens back 
to a time when BM was original, exciting and 
innovative. None of the fake hype or limited-edition 
nonsense exists here, these tapes may be hand 
numbered, but that offers a personal touch, not some 
false sense of accomplishment that you have achieved 
something in obtaining one. This is BM as I discovered 
it, D’s projects were instrumental in my formative years 
(finding the S/T Woods of Desolation tape second hand 
in a local record store opened up a whole world of 
Australian BM I knew nothing of) and it is comforting 
to know that little has changed in D’s vision for the 
melancholic misery that we continue to trudge towards. 


INTERVIEW WITH D. REGARDING UNFLELLED AND 
REMETE. 


D&O- Tell me about the process behind creating 
Remete’s “Forgotten Aura” tape? Do you always 
know how a project will turn out when you initially 
embark upon it? Was this always intended to remain 
instrumental and what do you feel the lack of vocals 
adds to the overall feel of the tape? 


D.- The process behind the Remete demo was a mixture 
of writing and improvisation, much like the approach I 
would take with the early Woods of Desolation 
material. The drums were improvised in one take, then 
guitars and bass added, typically recorded in one take 
also. There are of course pros and cons of this approach, 
but there has always been something appealing to me 
in leaving room for improvisation in recordings - 


perhaps a layer of purity to the musical idea, if you will? 
So, in a way, I suppose you could say the end result of 
the Remete demo wasn't entirely predetermined; 
however, there was still a rather clear, general guiding 
atmosphere kept in mind throughout - which leads me 
to the next question. 


The release was indeed always intended to remain 
instrumental from the beginning. In short, Remete is the 
Hungarian word for hermit/recluse, and this idea was 
central to the musical approach I took. The general 
notion is that if one considers the life of a hermit, 
communication with others becomes essentially non- 
existent, thus language, being inherently social, 
becomes redundant - that is why there are no vocals 
utilised in the recording. Of course, one could claim that 
music is a form of communication in itself, in which 
case I would simply state that this notion is merely a 
guiding musical concept, not some tight piece of 
philosophical prose! 


For me personally, from a creative standpoint, the lack 
of vocals means I need to ensure the music is able to 
hold my interest. From an_ objective listener's 
standpoint, one could say the lack of vocals adds a more 
contemplative dimension to the music - one without the 
distractions of vocals. In any case, whether or not 
Remete will continue as an exclusively instrumental 
project remains to be seen, as there are some parts in 
upcoming material where I feel vocals may enhance 
what I want to try and achieve. 


D&O- Are there other instrumental projects out there 
that you have a strong connection with? I tend to feel 
like the music is unfinished when I get an 
instrumental release, and I imagine where the vocals 
could have sat and improved it which takes away from 
my enjoyment. What are those projects that inspire 
you to create instrumental BM yourself? 


D.- As touched upon above, the instrumental element 
of the Remete demo was more so_ thematically 
influenced than musically influenced. So, I can't 
honestly say there are any instrumental projects in 
particular that are influencing me directly. Perhaps this 
is due to the relative lack of instrumental bands, 
particularly instrumental BM bands? 


I think the listener's feelings towards instrumental 
music as you describe is quite common and 
understandable. However, I have found that when I 
listen to music I am focused on the melody above all 
else; and, in fact, it is sometimes the case that the vocals 
detract from this. There is probably no deep explanation 
for this other than the fact that guitar is my "main" 
instrument. 


D&O- Your Unfelled project (and the entire Cold 
Ways label) feels like BM as it existed in the early 00's. 
This isn’t the photocopy B&W corpse paint shots, or 
the poorly dubbed home jobs that birthed BM in the 
early 90’s/late 80’s, as well as resurrecting itself in 


recent years in homage. This is how I discovered BM 
via labels like Winterreich and Asgard Musik. It is 
refreshing because it offers something different. What 
is your vision of BM and how does it differ from what 
you see it as now? 


D.- Thanks for your words! My vision of BM has always 
been individually-focused: one of personal expression 
through music. Owing to the individual nature of this 
vision, it naturally remains unchanged - it is the same 
today as I write this as it was years ago when I first 
started. Moreover, it will continue irrespective of what 
occurs within BM in the broader generalisation of the 
genre. I have been doing this long enough to see the 
fads come and go, to see the cheap gimmicks 
and disingenuous nature of some bands - but all of this 
is not my concern, I will simply continue along my own 
path as I wish. Then eventually there will come a time, 
as invariably it must, when I feel there is nothing left to 
express musically; at which point there will be no long- 
winded, sappy statements, or transparent ploys for 
compliments and validation, I will simply cease and 
that will be that. 


THE FOLLOWING WAS WRITTEN FOR FINAL 
REMAINS AND SACRAMENCE. 


SACRAMENCE-CREMATIONS 2XCS 
Sacramence’s output has been quite varied to date, this 
is a project that has been released on labels as disparate 
as Knife Vision (a label best known for blown out BM) 
and Clan Destine records (a label that pumps out 
Mixtapes like it’s 1984 again) Despite all this, don’t 
think that Sacramence isn’t focused, far from it. To me 
this project reflects quite accurately the underground 
DIY ethos that exists in 2017 and due to that it will 
impact listeners in varying ways and with differing 
effects. The underground right now is a confusing, 
bewildering and all-consuming place, one where you 
can get easily disenchanted and lose your way, or even 
worse blindly fall in line with every single thing you are 
fed. Initially, I paid very little attention to Sacramence, 
to me they were simply yet another one-man project 
that may have played Deathrock/Dark-Wave/ Black 
Metal or Post Punk, descriptions of their releases did 
little to sway my indifference and it wasn’t until it was 
cheaper to add their “Lover Seeks Dominance” tape to 
my Youth Attack order than it was to leave it in the store 
for the vultures that I started to pay attention. I then 
read the interview in Nokturnal Subjugation zine, this 
piece stood out starkly among the other bands featured 
in this issue, I found myself enthralled and often 
noticed his opinions and feelings reflecting some of my 
own, I realized then that I had fucked up by skipping 
over this project. This wasn’t some by-the-numbers 
vanity effort, the themes were rooted in deep thought, 
gnostic contemplation and astral meandering. I was 
intrigued. 
“Cremations” is Sacremance’s latest album and will 
see release courtesy of the Found Remains label on 
December 15. The double tape is split up with the first 
cassette featuring the “Cremations” Full Length while 


the second tape houses remixes, B-sides and live stuff. I 
am not usually in need of extra bits such as outtakes or 
extended additions, I would rather buy a cheap Death 
Metal album on CD than grab the die-hard gatefold 
remastered edition on 180gram vinyl or some shit. That 
being said, I like the notion of including these extra 
pieces here, they don’t come across as self-indulgent or 
unnecessary, the eccentricity of the artist sharing ideas 
is the theme at play here, but more on that tape shortly. 

“Cremations” starts off as one would hope, with a 
project such as this you are not always sure what you 
will be met with, I found the deep trance inducing 
nature of the intro to “Machtpolitik!” enough to intrigue 
me and ask questions of what will confront me next. 
The success of Sacramence here is that without you 
realizing it, deadened, hollow vocals are chanting 
hymns of broken hopes and dreams and you can’t put 
your finger on the exact moment they begun, it is that 
dream like quality that captures you and pulls you in 
deeper as each song progresses. “Cremations” works as 
a whole, as well as in individual songs and that is no 
small feat. There are moments of EBM sleaze coupled 
together with Dark-Wave woe, Sacramence’s wet, 
moisture-soaked nights of debauchery intermingle 
effortlessly with pitch black mourning and _ loss 
resulting in a strangely romantic yet ultimately 
hopeless recording that echoes those feelings 
experienced in times of great flux. There is an 
undeniable pop sensibility across “Cremations”, and by 
that, I mean that at times you find yourself completely 
caught up in a moment, be it the refrain found in the 
opener that exists as a point of reference while the song 
seemingly degenerates into disgust before capitulating 
into a brief gabba styled frenzy, or the lost and distant 
“Coronation” that utilizes lo-fi depression in a similar 
way to the better tracks from the “(Strange Songs) in the 
Dark” album from Merchandise. This isan outsiders 
view of pop music, one that is derived from feeling 
utterly useless when hearing a song about love on the 
radio due to recently losing it as opposed to embracing 
such a moment due to an act of familiarity and relating 
to such events. This leads us perfectly into the highlight 


SACRAMENCE 


of “Cremations” the aptly titled “Modern Love” which 
opens up the B side, this claustrophobic frenzy of a track 
fuses together those vastly differing sounds once 
perfected by Tollund Men and Lust for Youth into a 
singular song of hopeless devotion to that which will 
ultimately bring about our downfall. Along the way 
tracks such as “Solstice” or “Crooked Police” operate on 
another level altogether, offering respite through 
moments of reflection in what is otherwise a reasonably 
heady mix of modern electronic mastery. 

This leads us into Tape 2. Ever since Today is the Day 
unloaded the epic “Sadness Will Prevail” double LP I 
have developed the mindset that an outing of this 
format can and should be listened to on separate 
occasions. Double Tapes (or LP’s/CD’s) are too much to 
compartmentalize in one sitting, especially in this 
ADHD existence. Tape 2 doesn’t feel like an “Extras” 
tape thrown in for the sake of it, the tracks here, even 
when previously heard on the first tape, offer further 
insight into Sacramence’s worldview and approach 
going forward. I am yet to fully embrace the Techno 
universe and the punk undergrounds embracing of it, 
but I see merit in the repetitious throbbing thrust of 
such dance edits existing and while I still think the 
actual full-length “Cremations” stands proudly on its 
own, I am reminded here on Tape 2 about those times 
spent listening to Wumpscut on the car stereo and the 
deep sense of disturbance I felt hurtling along a lonely 
highway in the dead of the night. 


“Cremations” is a perfect foray into the dank 
underground of electronic projects. These 2 tapes 
showcase a burgeoning spirit and go to great efforts to 
traverse the vast landscape that has been laid out before 
its arrival. Offering a unique and individual take on this 
is near impossible at this stage, and while Sacramence 
may not have reinvented any wheels, they have 
certainly commandeered the vehicle and turned it 
down a path into the strangely disturbing and 
downright unnerving with this blend of crushed, 
romantically disintegrated electronic music. Highly 
Recommended. 


ORDER OF NINE ANGELS-MARK OF THE BEAST 


LP & CS 

In 2017 JW and his Grinning Death’s Head project 
released the long anticipated “Blood War” LP. There is 
no need for me to place expectations or standards upon 
a record, GDH is JW’s project, and what he does with it 
is exactly how it should sound. For me to place my own 
level of hopes on what perhaps could have been is 
worthless, unwelcome and downright disrespectful. 
Projecting ones needs on to others is not only selfish, 
but it also misses the entire purpose of artistic freedom 
and the process of exploration. There is however one 
thing that consistently comes to mind when listening to 
“Blood War’, knowing of previous attempts at 
completing this monster, and understanding that what 
we eventually heard was not the original incarnation, I 
do often wonder if the version of the record that ended 
up being released was the one the artist originally set 
out to achieve, and how the sands of time may have 
influenced it along the way. Do not confuse me here, 
“Blood War” is better than most records of its kind, it is 
a punishing take on punk fuelled BM, but I am hoping 
that at some point in time we get to hear those other 
recordings which helped shape what eventually 
emerged, because I feel there is something more to be 
explored there. 

Order of Nine Angels is JW’s long running dark 
electronic act. Much like all JW’s works, Order of Nine 
Angels focuses on the solely negative aspects of 
existence (and non-existence). Instead of wielding a 
guitar to achieve maximum devastation, Order of Nine 
Angels utilises cold, and at times, mechanical pieces of 
bleak industrial to portray his extreme occult leanings. 
The overriding essence of “Mark of the Beast” is 
natural, learned, inspired and deeply personal. This 
record has the feeling of being perfectly at one with its 
creator, there is a stripped back simplicity to it, from it’s 


bare bones layout to its organic production values, 
“Mark of the Beast” is an album to get lost in. Each track 
is varied enough to hold the attention of the listener 
while still retaining an overall clarity and vision, certain 
elements or passages creep forward on each individual 
listen, unveiling different hallways and corridors to 
venture down. No matter which avenue you decide to 
take, you know it will all end in utter hopelessness, loss 
of life and an awareness that all is futile if you do not 
stare that which defies you directly in the eye and fight 
for all that you are worth, only then can you feel 
satisfied as you lie there in your death bed, fighting for 
your last breath. Some endeavours are worth nothing 
and will falter effortlessly without a whimper, others 
will persevere, striving forward, continuing to carve 
their own way, no matter the resulting consequences. 
Order of Nine Angels is strength incarnate, and that 
strength is derived from an unholy union with the beast 
and the learnings such a union bestows upon the 
disciple. 


LAW OF THE NIGHT-INTERACTION CS 

Law of the Night strut almost effortlessly towards their 
own bored and uneventful demise with an air of blissful 
ignorance and careless abandon. “Interaction” 
nonchalantly offers Four tracks up here, seemingly all 
as an afterthought. Pulling influence from every which 
way you care to look, from Raspberry Bulbs to 
Brainbombs and even Clockcleaner or Jesus Lizard, the 
familiarity on offer here smacks the listener directly into 
the nostalgia drenched past, and I must say this is a 
welcome feeling, I have found myself routinely 
listening to those records that helped shape my 
formative years and finding many signifiers that have 
shown me why I ended up the way I did. The second 
track “Grappling Hook” opens almost exactly like that 
NIN song that hit the big time in 1994 for fucks sake, yet 
despite all the memories that jump into your mind 
instantly, “Interaction” has an unabashed idiotic 
simplicity that manages to defy any straightforward 
classification. Law of the Night are those weirdos sitting 
on the edges of any event or gathering, and honestly 
where else would you rather be? Amongst the cattle? I 
think not. 


“ Allright, listen to me a minute now.... I may not word 
this as memorably as I'd like to, but I’ll write you a letter 
about it in a day or two. Then you can get it all straight. 
But listen now, anyway.” He started concentrating 
again. Then he said, “This fall I think you re riding for- 
it’s a special kind of fall, a horrible kind. The man falling 
isn’t permitted to feel or hear himself hit bottom. He just 
keeps falling and falling. The whole arrangement’s 
designed for men, who, at some time or other in their 
lives, were looking for something their own 
environment couldn't supply them with. So they gave 
up looking. They gave it up before they ever really got 
started. You follow me?” 


J.D Salinger 
“The Catcher in the Rye 
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LINE OF LIFE 
LINE OF HEAD 
LINE OF HEART 
LINE OF FATE 
LINE OF HEALTH 
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LINE OF INTUITION 
LINE OF INFLUENCE 
LINEOF MARRIAGE 
GIRDLE OF VENUS 
LINE OF SUCCESS 


